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What's Wrong, Duff? 
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Conway Recording Studios 

Hollywood, October 1990 

There are three shades of Izzy Stradlin There's the grayish-white ash swagger that | wear like a trusty old 
jacket. It doesn't quite fit anymore but | hang on to it anyway, for shits and giggles. There's the charcoal 
blackness that fits me like a second skin. Like an object devouring a subject until all light is extinguished, it 
keeps me wriggling on the pin Finally, the muted blues of the Mississippi Delta 


My true colors. Where my heart lies. 


"Joshua" 


"What?" Axl snapped me out of reverie. 


| put my finger on the 3rd fret of the low E string and strummed the intro to ‘Don't Cry’. When Slash didn't 
hit the A string a moment later, | looked at him. 


He shot me an empty grin 

"Are we doing this or what?" | said to no one in particular. 

Duff put his bass down. "I need a break" 

"Fine," | grabbed a rizla and creased it between my thumb and middle finger. 

Like | give a shit. 

Except that | did. ltd been a while since I'd written any songs. | don't write much anymore and when | do it's 
usually garbled splashes and dead metaphors. But | was proud of my latest offering. Axl liked it and contributed 
some lyrics. | knew what he was thinking. | hate that he knows my little secret. | hate that he knows shedloads 
of other shit that he dregs up whenever the arsenal is running low. Now was one of those times. 

"Writing another poem?" he cracked open a beer. 

My eyes darted from him to Slash, who was watching us closely. 

| don't have the energy to play these fucking games anymore. 

"Um, no," | fired up the joint and looked at him. 

Axl's eyes shot daggers at me. Then he swigged his beer. 

"Cause if you got any more of those lyrics," he smiled. "The door's always open" 

The door is always open 

Motherfucker. 

| flashed Axl a grin and leaned into him. "I am five minutes away from walking through that door," | whispered. 
Slash didn't need to hear this. "So you might want to get a little attitude adjustment. Because make no mistake, 


Axl. This shit's on borrowed time." 


| handed him the joint. 


I'm generous like that. 

He took a drag and then flicked it away. Unfortunately for Axl, it fell on his bare foot. 

Fucker yelped like a coyote. 

RK 

| used to write poetry. Of course, | had a different name in those days. Poetry is for pale and morose cravat- 
wearing consumptives. | don't really believe that shit, but the sensitive poet in me coughed out their last many 
years ago. He died. Its all good. Death is the currency of all poets. We trade in it and then choke on it. When | 
became Izzy, the poetry became lyrics. | still have crumbling tomes of Byron and Shelley and Whitman but 
they're buried deeper than the Dead Sea Scrolls. | like to keep it that way. 


| filled a heat proof bowl with 2" of sand. Then | formed a cone shape with the herbs and sticky resins. God, | 


love the smell of benzoin and frankincense 

Not the crap you buy in new age stores for $5 a pack Fuck that shit. Im talking real sticky gums and resins 
where you can smell wet earth and deciduous shrubs. | placed a charcoal tablet on the sand and lit the edge. 
Tiny sparks flared in the dark 

"Need more light," | said to Duff 

He turned the main light on 

| winced. "Turn that shit of 

He did that and lit a candle 

"Thank you" 

Duff fell back on the bed. He rubbed his eyes and then gazed at the ceiling, 

"Tired?" | blew on the charcoal to help get the tablet started 

"Restless. | need to get out of LA, lz" 

"Funny. | was thinking the same thing” 

The charcoal glowed red. | sprinkled the herbs and resins on top and they smouldered. | don't know what | was 


waiting for exactly, as | gazed into the floating wisps of cloudy sandalwood, but | could feel Duff's eyes boring 


into me. 


"Thinking about driving out to Joshua Tree." 


Duff laughed. "Oh man, so that's what you were thinking about earlier today when you said ‘Joshua’. We all 
thought you were baked." 


| got up. "Just miss the desert" 
"Can | come?" 


| stood over the bed and looked down at Duff. 


His eyes glinted in the candlelight. Slowly, | climbed on top of him and swathed his body with my own. | 

breathed in the familiar scent of freedom and sea air. Imagine a brand new leather jacket. Imagine an orchard 
of night blooming jasmine. Imagine a jar of gasoline. (Don't judge. That shit is heaven to me.) Imagine sex distilled. 
His scent flows and bleeds into every corner of my being, into every crevice. Into every cell. And from there it 


explodes like a thousand sparks of light. This is what Duff does to me. 


His hands smoothed down my back and | submerged myself in the narcotic allure of his skin "Yeah," | trailed 


his collarbone with my lips and tongue. "You can come 
When it was over, | sat up and rolled up. 

Then | felt Duff's hand on my shoulder blades. 

He dug his fingers into my hair and brushed a sweaty lock from my nape. | recoiled slightly and grabbed the 
lighter from the nightstand. Then he shifted onto his side and moved closer to me. | fired up and took a drag 


His lips grazed my waist. | flinched. 


Oh, Duff. Why do you have to spoil a perfectly nice evening. What will it take to make you understand that l'm 
just not into that shit? 


When it's done, it's done. I'm done. We're done. You'd think that after two years he would get the message. To 
his credit, sometimes he did. But every now and then he persists in trying to turn our little routine into 
something that it isn't. l'm sorry, Duff. But after I've shot my load and taken care of yours, keep your fucking 
hands off. 

"What?" 

Shit. Did | say that out loud? 


| looked at him. His wounded eyes peered up at me through a mass of curls. | shook my head. "Just..the hands, 
man," | said feebly. 


Duff sat up against the bedframe. 

| offered him the joint. Peace offering. 

Rejected peace offering, 

| sighed and tapped it against the ashtray. "So, Joshua Tree. Wanna go tomorrow?" 

"We're in the studio," he got out of bed. 

"Right 

He pulled his pants on. 

"Leaving?" 

He tuned to me and zipped up. "Yep." 

"What's wrong, Duff?" 

| honestly don't know why | bothered asking. 

"You make me feel like shit" 

"Yeah? Sounded pretty happy a few minutes ago." 

Duff looked at me with cold hard eyes. Something shifted 

And then he left without saying another word. 

EK 

Axl suffers from the same crippling malaise that | do. Give me a Fender and him a boost to the ego and we 
can defeat that alienation, for like six minutes. But it always comes back to fuck with us. That's why we 
understand each other so well. That's why we're a napalm bomb just waiting to spark off. Sometimes he 
carries the matchbox, and sometimes it's me. | walked down the empty expanse of parking lot. 

It ended in my worst nightmare. 

Some nameless, faceless psychopath keyed my ‘bI Camaro. A huge, ugly scratch was carved down to the 
primer and dragged a third of the way down the passenger door. | would rather have somebody stab me in 


the back with a butter knife than walk out to a parking spot and see a white line chiselled into my beautiful 
blue paint job. 


Axl 

| threaten to leave Guns N' Roses. He soils my baby. 

Consider the napalm detonated. 

Twenty minutes later | breezed into Conway Recording Studios. | ran up the stairs to the mixing room and 
found my bandmates poring over the control panel. God, | missed Steven. | swung the lead of my Telecaster 
around Axl's throat and garrotted him to the ground. A moment later a swarm of army ants pried Axl and | 
apart and | was shoved into the adjacent lounge by Duff and Mike, our producer. 


"Leave us," Duff instructed. 


Axl's screaming tirade could be heard from outside the building, where Slash and Matt had taken him. Mike 
shrugged and left the room. 


"That FUCKER." 

"He didn't do it, Izzy." 

"What?" 

"Axl didn't key your car. | did” 
"WHAT?" 

"| keyed your car." 

His voice was calm and measured. 
"What..the..fuck?" 

"Wanna hit me?" 

My breath caught in my chest. | could not believe what | was hearing. 
"You keyed..my car." 

"Yog" 


| was going to heave. "Why?" | asked quietly. 


"Because | know how much you love that Camaro and | wanted to hurt you." 


Couldn't look him in the eye, so | bit my lower lip and shook my head. "Okay. I'll take it to a detail shop to have 


it fixed and waxed," | was too shocked to say anything else. 
"Atta boy. That'll fix everything," he muttered and left the room. 
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"Fuck. l'm always afraid I'll catch some fucker keying my car and then end up facing the legal consequences of 


causing more damage to them than they did to my car!" 


The hand that held the receiver shook and | switched arms. "James, what's the name of that specialist you 


told me about a few months ago?" 
"Marco's in North Hollywood. Wait, I'll get you the number." 
"Don't worry, I'll find it" 


"lz, just file a claim with your insurance company. | imagine policies vary but for a vandalism situation they 


might want a police report filed." 

"Yeah," | rubbed my temples. "Het, let's take off. Go to Joshua Tree." 
"Like when?" 

"Like now." 

"Are you crazy? | can't just up and leave. We're recording." 
"It was Duff" 

"What?" 

| sighed. 

"Why the fuck would Duff key your car?" 

"He's pissed" 

"Um, yeah. Shit. That's hardcore. What did you do?" 


"What did / do?" 


"Yeah. You must have really fucked up for him to do something like that. It's like the equivalent of having your 


pooch crap in your shoe." 
| laughed. "My pooch?" 


He chuckled dryly. "You know how dogs get hurt if they feel betrayed and end up crapping in their owner's 
shoes. Its the canine way of telling you to go fuck yourself." 


‘Oh man. I'm not feeling that analogy bro." 
"Well no one is expecting you to feel it” 


"Come on, Het. You and me in the Mojave Desert. Two nights under the stars. Or maybe we could drive to New 


Mexico and visit with the Navajo." 
"You tripping? | can't fuckin’ take off and sit with you in a tipi right now!" 


‘Okay, the woods. That's more your thing. How about one night at Joshua Tree and then we'll go camping in 
Eldorado National Forest?" 


"That's a 4 hour drive." 


"| know. But itll be fun. You love the Sierra Nevada. Think of all the firs, wildlife, Bigfoot peeking out of trees, 
and, um, stuff like that." 


James laughed. "You really wanna go, huh?" 
‘| really need to go." 


"Okay. I'll make a deal with you. One night at Joshua Tree. Two at Eldorado. | drive. | decide the music. No spiking 
my coffee with acid. No putting shrooms in the fucking chowder. And | get to hunt. Deal?" 


"| can live with that! 
He sighed. "IIl pick you up Thursday, lOam. Have to clear it with the guys first! 
"You mean Lars." 

"Fuck you" 


"Fuck you too!" 


Its how James and | show each other that we care. 
Maybe | should tell Duff to go fuck himself. 


Or | could always crap in his shoes. 


That's Our Tragedy 


One On One Recording Studios 
Los Angeles, October 1990 


Do people ever change? Like really change? l'm not convinced of that. Shit happens that sharpens your 
perspective and provides a monocle through which new horizons are glimpsed. But that doesn't make you a 
changed person. Change is overrated anyway. It's easier staying put. Or as Izzy would say, ‘trusting the energy: 
But you know what? Some shit you just can't trust. | don't have time for enlightenment. Standing still is easier. 
And if you are suffering, at least the pain is familiar. It becomes a dull ache that you learn to live with. 


I've been living with it since September 21, 198b. 

Most of the time, it's fine. | can blot it out with any number of distractions. The foremost of which is 
Metallica. But ironically, its my band that keeps me in nightmares. Perpetual. Sickening. Maddening. Repulsing. 
Fucking whir and whirl of white noise that cracks open my skull and feeds me to my demons. And its getting 
worse. I'll tell you what else. It's getting harder to hide it from the others. 


"But if we overdub the second solo, the first is gonna sound like shit!" 


"No, dude. It's the other way round. Use a phaser at 210 and chug in full throttle after the bridge. Its simple," 


Jason demonstrated. 

"No. Sorry. I'm not feeling that. | think it sounds watered down. James? Yo, Het!" 

"Yeah." 

Kirk and Jason exchanged looks. 

"My solo. What do you think?" 

"You have too many of them." 

Kirk shook his head. "Lars?" 

"I'm with Jason about the phaser and all guns blazing after the bridge-" 

"Man!" 

"Dude, shut up! But | agree with you about the overdub. Don't need that. Actually, | think it's your best solo 


ever. Can the first. We'll repeat the chorus or do another mini-bridge and then you crash in like a fucking 


tsunami. Yeah?" 


"That could work." 


| played a fast pentatonic slide up and down the fret. "Wait, so after never free, never me, so | dub thee 


unforgiven you launch into it?" 

"Sounds awesome!" 

"Didn't ask you, Newkid" 

"Tempo's gotta slow down," Kirk shrugged. "But okay, I'm cool with that. Even if it does mean giving up a solo.” 


My index finger plucked the E string. "Yeah, | agree about the tempo. Shits getting complicated enough. l'm 
down with that" 


"It was never going to be ‘Puppets’ man’ 

"Going for coffee," Jason put his bass down. "Anyone?" 
"Yep," Kirk joined him and they left the studio. 

Lars hit the cymbal 

Then he hit it again and kicked the snare drum 


"| presume that's your sophisticated way of getting my attention," | played a fast scale all the way up to the 
[2th fret and back down to the Ist. 


"Lay off Jason, man. Enough." 

| shot him a grin. "He can take it" 

"He's been taking it for four years now." 

"Yeah, well. We all got a cross to bear." 

Lars hopped off the drum stool and came to sit by me. His nose twitched. 
"While we're airing concerns, Lars. You wired again?" 

"Nope 


"Hmm" 


"Like," he shrugged. “The remains of yesterday. We didn't get much sleep last night so l'm probably pumped up 
on..shit," he clicked his fingers. "What's the English word? Binyretraethed. Like when your adrenaline glands are 
spent and-" 

"Adrenal fatigue." 

"Yeah." 

"Sorry. ‘Bout the lack of sleep." 


Lars sighed. "Will you put the guitar down for a minute?" 


"Nope," | chugged out high-speed scales like Yngwie Malmsteen on speed. "Dexterity shot to shit. Index finger is 
fried. Gotta keep it up." 


"James. Put it down" 
"You do remember that l'm taking off with Iz for three days, right? | need the practice." 


Lars sighed. "Dude, give it a rest," concern flickered in his eyes. "Your playing is fine. It's your fucking head l'm 


worried about." 
"Don't," | put the guitar down. 


"Yeah? What about the nightmares? It's like you're locked in a faceoff with something | don't understand. Why 


won't you talk to me?" 
"Because | don't want to talk to you.” 


"Finel" he snapped, obviously hurt. "Talk to a shrink then. Talk to Kirk Talk to Izzy. Or Nikki, when the Crue are 


back in town. Whatever. Just please talk to someone." 

Like that's ever gonna happen. 

l'm more of a listener. | sit and listen and dish out the genius. | afford my pals with the benefit of my wisdom. 
| know that sounds sarcastic, but | enjoy helping my friends out. Talking about my own shit? Honestly, | don't 


know how. 


If | take that leap of faith, who knows what other pain might be out there? Other experiences. Other mes. 
Scary shit. 


Yeah. 
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Running. Sprinting. Racing. Flying. I'm running out of nouns. 


But thats what happens in my dreams. Is it possible to firefight your way to peace? | see glimpses of it on a 


misty sandstone turret, before an apex of fire decimates it. But it doesn't happen often. Most of the time I'm 


in the throes of a never-ending death race. Fighting an implacable force. It is fucking exhausting. What am | 


running away from? 


Who am | running away from? 


Maybe I've hit on something universal in the human experience. | called the only person who would know. My 


own Carlos Castaneda. 

"Yeah." 

"Slash?" 

"Yeah." 

"Hi." 

"Hi. Who is this?" 

| laughed. 

"Het?" 

"Yes. Izzy there?" 

"Yeah." 

"Can I..talk to him?" 

"Yeah." 

"Cool. Whenever you're ready, buddy." 
‘Sorry, | was distracted by a cardboard sign Axl is holding up. IZ!" 


"What cardboard sign?" 


"Um, just something to inspire Duff." 
"What does it say?" 


"Well," he chuckled. "We were supposed to be layering the rhythm section to a song today. Duff didn't show up. 
So Izzy played the bass while Matt recorded his part” 


"Okay." 


"Then Duff shows up like, three hours late. Axl's pissed. Izzy is pissed. Duff is pissed that Izzy recorded his 
part and insisted on redoing the whole fuckin’ thing. Even though they're like, only cues, man. For Matt" 


| felt stoned just listening to him. 
"Uh huh. And where were you in all this 

"Dude, | just woke up. Here's Iz" 

‘Seeya bud" 

"Please tell me you're not calling to cancel our trip." 
"Wouldn't dare. So what's with the sign?" 


"Axl's pioneering way to boost morale. Duff and Matt are recording and Axl's in the control room holding up a 


giant cardboard sign that says MISS A BEAT AND DIE" 
| laughed. "Oh man, wish | could see it." 
"Wanna come over? Join the happy?" 


"Can't. Doing overtime to make up for my absence over the next three days. Dude, Kirk came up with the 


most amazing solo. Comes at you from nowhere and develops into this fucking monster magnum opus.’ 
"Sounds very Pink Floyd” 

"It is. Just turbo lift it by a million 

"James." 

"Yeah?" 


"Thanks, for dropping everything like that." 


"No problem. Seeya tomorrow morning.” 

"Wait," Izzy chuckled. 

"Yeah?" 

"Was there a reason why you called?" 

"Oh. Yeah. But itll sound better in the desert." 

EK 

Speaking of deserts. 

There is a 3000 year old archaeological site in Egypt that is closed to the public. Few people have been granted 
access and a shitload of permissions are required before anyone is admitted. There, buried in the sands in a 
darkened limestone cave, is the oldest sexual graffiti in the world. It is considered provocative not only due to 
the nature of what it depicts, but because of whom it is thought to depict. Hatshepsut, Egypt's legendary 
female ruler. | have always been interested in ancient civilizations. | realise that the chance of Metallica playing 
Cairo is about as far-fetched as the starship Enterprise beaming me up for a spin in the Beta Quadrant, but 


aman can dream. 


The graffiti appeals to me. The darkened furrows of a liaison that is lost in the sands of time and too fucked 


up to speak its name strikes a chord with me. 

Because it makes me think of Cliff. 

"Pizza?" Jason offered me a slice. 

"No thanks. Not hungry." 

"Kay," he slinked away and sat on the other side of the studio. 

Shit. 

lm not that scary, am |? 

Don't fuckin’ answer that. 

"Um, Jason," | scratched my chin. "Come here. Actually, fuck that shit. I'll come to you." 


Lars arched a brow as | passed the couch. | swivelled my eyes at him. 


"Newkidl" | grinned in his face. "Let's take a walk." 
Jason looked terrified. 

Okay. 

Try another tactic. 

"Come to the john with me, Jason" 

Lars and Kirk burst out laughing. 


"Dude," Lars gasped and held his stomach. "I think the kindest thing Kirk and | can do for you guys right now is 


to leave you alone" 
"What's so funny about asking Newkid to the crapper!" | scowled. 

Jesus. You'd think | asked him to the prom. 

| needed to piss. It seemed like a natural place to take your bass player. 


Jason put the slice he was eating back in the pizza box and rubbed his hand along his jeans. Then he peered at 


me through russet waves. 

"Relax, man. Just wanted to, um, you know." 
"What?" 

Fuck. 


"IIl try not to call you Newkid anymore." 


He smiled. "lm kind of used to it by now, bro. But if you wanna try mixing it up with my actual name, whether 
first or second, that'll be nice." 


"|| try" 
"Okay." 
"No promises." 


"Okay." 


"Look, Newkid. Jason. The way I've been riding your ass all these years," could | have chosen a worse 
metaphor? "Let's just say that there were some unresolved issues between me and Cliff when he died. Shit 
that will never be resolved. | look at you and see his face. That's why | keep you at arm's length. That's why | 


lash out" 
"| know. You're more transparent than you think’ 

"Good," | helped myself to the pizza "Means | don't have to explain shit! 
He laughed and shook his head 


eR 


Maybe change is possible. | looked at Jason for the first time that evening. Like really looked at him. Not at 
some imprint of a ghost or a preconceived idea of what he represented Just, Jason Unadulterated. If | could 
make peace with that, what else could! achieve? What more could | accept? Could | unveil the faceless tyranny 


that chases me in my dreams and just sfop running Period. No question mark. 

Sometimes all it takes is a few fortuitous moments, and worlds collide. The fates intercede and lives are 
changed, forever. That's what happened when Lars and | formed Metallica. | looked at him now, his back 
mounting steadily with each breath. Fast asleep on that misty sandstone turret. Lars | wish | could tell you 
shit. Really | do. | want to. [ts on the tip of my tongue. You should know how | feel about you. 

You should know that | love you. But | ain't ever gonna fucking fell you that. 


That's our tragedy. 


The Duzzy Pretzel 


Hollywood Hills 
October 1990 


Remaining hunched over the windowsill is one way of frittering away the night. Especially with a full moon 
presiding over the witching hour and an unopened bottle of Stoli in my hand. But that wasn't why | drove out 
here. | couldn't leave LA. when things were so tense between Duff and |. He's hurt. I'm confused. l'm also pissed 
off. Not because he keyed my Camaro. (I'm still in denial about that) But because we've been involved for over 


two years now and not once has he ever said anything about wanting more. 


Not that it would have made any difference. But shit, maybe | could have managed his expectations a little 
better and spared him the heartache. I'm not the most verbose or demonstrative person, but l'm also not the 
complete emotional retard that people think | am. But Duff hasn't said a word. So our understanding has 
remained unchanged since kicking shit off two years ago. It was the morning after the night of our show at 
the Ritz Club in New York. | know what you're thinking. We were wired, drunk, pumped on adrenaline. Right? 
Save the clichés for other bands, man. It was anticlimactic. 


Well, it was climatic in another way. But the story of how it happened isn't really all that interesting. | rapped 
at the door. He was in the shower. | banged my fists against it. (I was out of rolling paper. It was an 


emergency) Eventually, Duff opened the door. He was naked | was horny. Do you see where this is going? 
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"Got any rizla?" 

"Yes, Captain America," he scoffed. "Come in why don't ya" 

"Don't mind if | do." 

| sat on the bed. The towel he threw over himself was clearly an afterthought. Because it was draped over his 
left shoulder. | watched him drip water over the carpet as he rummaged through his belongings. Duff's 
statuesque form was distracting. | gazed at the sweet, sinewy flick of his wrist as he tossed bass strings onto 
the table. With each swipe of his hand, his biceps flexed and steered my gaze towards the inevitable. | couldn't 
stop looking at him. Until the necessity to put a cushion over my growing situation broke the spell and made me 
shuffle on the bed. 

He looked at me. His gaze lingered a millisecond too long over the cushion. 


"Here," he gave me the rizla. 


Then he wrapped the towel around his waist. That small act of diffidence cut through any doubt | had about 


whether or not he was feeling it too. 

| stuck the rollup between my lips and looked at him. 

He grabbed the lighter and fired me up. 

"Got shampoo in your hair," | smirked. 

A smile ghosted his lips. "| was interrupted." 

It was new territory but we were navigating it with courage. 
We smoked the joint in silence. 

"Better go rinse my hair." 

"Need any help?" 

We laughed. 

The weed, the nerves, the absurdity of the situation. We both knew what was going down and laughter 
provided a brief respite from the tension. Duff looked at my mouth and swallowed. | shifted slightly and 
stubbed out the joint. 

Tension was back with a motherfucking vengeance. 

He stole off the bed and went to the shower. 

After a time, | joined him. 
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Duff grabbed the bottle of Stoli. "We gonna drink or what?" 

He plopped on the couch and stuck the bottle between his legs. 
| followed him. "Do | owe you an apology?" 

He unscrewed the cap. "Don't want an apology." 

"So what do you want?" 


"For you to stop acting like a girl." 


| beg your pardon?" 


His voice was a high-pitched whine. "No! Duff! Don't touch me!" he swallowed a mouthful of vodka. "Getting 
fuckin' tired of it, Iz" 


| exhaled slowly. 
"Its my fault. Should have told you months ago that that shit ain't working for me anymore, but | was afraid 
you'd bail. You know what? Don't give a shit" he shrugged. "Let's call it a day. We've had our fun. Time to 
move on." 

"You wanna..end it 

"What | want" he paused. "Is to feel wanted” 

My stomach twisted into knots. "Duff" 

"Yeah" 

"You know l'm into you" 

"You're also into crack" 

"Can't deny that" 

"Do you understand where l'm coming from?" 

"Yeah," | nodded. "So lets." 

"What? Go on as usual? Not gonna happen" 


"No, let's negotiate. What do you want that l'm not giving you?" 


Fuck, it was painful talking about this shit. I'd rather sit through a New Kids on the Block concert than 
negotiate the terms of my relationship with Duff. 


"Okay, you're willing to talk about stuff. That's progress." 
"I have a microscopic tolerance for this shit, Duff, so hit the iron while it's hot" 


"Why do you switch off as soon as you've busted your nut?" 


Lord, take me now. 

"Duff," | shook my head. 

"No, | want to understand. We both know you can spend hours fuckin’ playing with my hair and doing all kinds of 
shit that most of the chicks we go out with haven't even heard of. But as soon as you've shot your load, it's 
fuck off. Why?" 

"Because..." 

| focused my attention on a crack in the ceiling. 

"Yes?" he gestured with his hand. "You can do it, Izzy. Just open your mouth-" 

"Fuck you." 

He laughed. 

| smiled at the motherfucker. "Look, | don't know what to tell you." 

"Are you like that with chicks?" 


| licked my bottom lip and shook my head. 


"Didn't think so. Well, Iz. We've hit an impasse. You can't explain what motivates you to act the way you do and 
| don't wanna feel like shit anymore." 


| swallowed another mouthful of vodka. 


"Duff, I'll tell ya this much. The thought of ending things between us makes me ill. You're the only thing in my 
godforsaken life that lets in the sun" 


His pupils dilated into black pools. "Okay. But let's cut the bullshit. We're practically living together. We both love 
women so I'm not about to fucking propose or suggest monogamy. But you need to stop acting like a goddamn 
fool and face up to shit" 

"And what's that?" 

"We're in love, dumbass." 
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| don't have many friends. 


| wouldn't say that I'm a loner exactly because that intimates a host of other things that l'm not comfortable 
with. If | were a true loner, like Johnny Cash, | wouldn't have bugged James to take off with me. | just don't /ke 
people. | feel aliened. This alienation has taken me to some pretty dark places over the years. | don't use smack 


anymore and that's cleared some of the cobwebs. But I'm never gonna be a Yankee Doodle Dandy. 


James and | have known each other forever. Well, let me rephrase that. We have known about each other 
forever but have only started hanging out this year. You know, like making an effort to contact each other and 
make plans instead of always just running into each other. Given our schedules, that shit ain't easy. But this 
year, the fates conspired to put our bands in the same city at the same time to record new albums. That's 
never happened before. So we've been spending more time together recently. It helps that our bands get on 
well. All that rap about hostility between Guns N' Roses and Metallica is bullshit. We're all good friends. (We 
hate everyone else, though. You should hear us bitch about any band beginning with the letter W) 


Neither one of us makes friends easily. James has trust issues and | just have issues. (James is also a control 
freak. More on that later.) But we have one of those weird, mind-melding and time-bending bonds that grows 
stronger every time we see each other. When Het and | set sail on one of our trips, nothing is safe, nothing is 
sacred, and we have shards of glass and bruised egos to show for it. We don't always see eye to eye about 


shit, but our arguments are always laced with respect and tolerance. We have a whale of a time abseiling down 


the rabbit hole together. 


Still haven't managed to get him high, though. James stopped doing drugs a few years ago. The man can swill 

moonshine like nobody's fucking business but show him a little blow and he gets pissy. He and Lars have been 
having arguments about that lately. You see, Lars has an amphetamine habit and l'm the fucker supplying him 
with that shit, through Slash. I'm not even sure Lars knows. James sure as shit doesn't. 


Once a dealer, always a dealer. What can | say. 

Duff and | curled into the Duzzy pretzel. If you think we're coordinated on stage, you should see us in bed 
together. Basically, we stretch out on our sides and | wrap my legs around his thighs. He bends his knees under 
mine. That way, his head is on my chest and my nose is in his hair. (You already know what his scent does to 
me.) It's a great position for handjobs. | know your head is in the gutter, but | don't mean pumping dick. | mean 
massaging, sucking and nipping fingers. It's my kryptonite. It's Slash's kryptonite. It is every guitarist's 
kryptonite. Its how half the people in bands end up fucking, 

"What time is he picking you up tomorrow?" Duff rubbed my thumb and index finger. 

"Mmmm. What?" 

"Hetfield. Car. Desert," he kissed the flat of my palm. 


"Oh. Mmmm." 


‘Izzy... 

My dick twitched. "Duff." 

He put my middle finger in his mouth and swathed it with his tongue. | moaned and tightened my lock around 
his thighs. Then he unzipped my jeans and grabbed my cock. He used his thumb to rub precome into the head 
and gave me a couple of maddeningly slow pumps. | tugged his hair and pushed him down to take me into his 
mouth. Then he sucked my dick and rubbed my hand simultaneously. Hello, Xanadu. 


Just as | was about to explode, he stopped 


Much as | hated it, | knew why. So | gritted my teeth and pushed Duff away with a little more force than | 
intended. We curled back into the pretzel. | buried my nose in his hair and tried to calm down. He knew not to 
touch me. (Aces, Duff. You're learning) 

When | was compos mentis again, | climbed on top of him and let nature take its course. | made sure he came 
first. | tried not to "switch off" after | shot my load in his face. | gave him a pat. We fell asleep. The semiotics 


of sex. I'm a fucking god. 


RK 

It was 3am when | got back. | was met by the most peculiar sight | had ever seen And trust me, I've seen 
some pretty fucked up shit. There, sitting on the patio steps to my property, were James and Axl playing 
‘Hotel California’. 

You just can't make this shit up. 

"The prodigal son returns,” Axl smiled. 


"Er, hi 


"Does this sound right to you," James strummed the intro to ‘Dust in the Wind’. "Fuck fuck fuck! I'm missing a 
note," he polished off the bottle at his side. 


Okay, that explained it. He was plastered 
"Dude, aren't you about 1 hours early?" 


"Couldn't sleep. Nightmares drilling into my skull. Thought we could set off early. Then Axl showed up with this," 
he tipped the bottle and frowned when it yielded a droplet. 


"Sorry guys, | was at Duff's." 


"Ahhhhhh," James put the acoustic back in its case and wobbled to his knees. Axl, who was obviously sober, 
held him up. 


It was typical of Axl to stay stone cold sober when everybody else was getting hammered. And the other way 
round. Perpetually out of synch with the world. | opened the door and let them in. Axl helped me carry James 


to the spare room. 


"Go to sleep, James," | threw him on the bed. "If we hit the road around noon we'll arrive at Joshua Tree in 


the evening." 

"lm driving!" he scowled. 

"Yeah. We'll see about that." 

Axl and | went downstairs to the kitchen. He swathed himself over the counter. 
| was starving. "Sandwich?" 


He shrugged. | interpreted that as a yes. His eyes followed me around the kitchen as | made a couple of 


sandwiches. | slid his plate over the counter and we ate in silence. 

"So what's up?" | said when | was done. 

He grunted. "When are you back?" 

"That's it? You drove out here in the middle of the night to ask when | was back?" 

"Yep" 

"Fuckin" schizo." 

He slid the plate over the counter and it fell off and smashed on the floor. 

"Can | have another sandwich?" 

| scratched my chin. "Sure." 

This was normal behavior for both of us. 

In much the same way that caged monkeys in a zoo are kept mentality healthy by being set mealtime tasks by 
their keepers, Axl finds the most menial of things far more satisfying if they present a challenge and an 


opportunity for self-expression So | fixed him another sandwich and garnished with vegetables arranged in a 


freestyle manner. 


Not all actions need to be of an overt or confrontational nature. There are plenty of subtle ways with which 


to skilfully manipulate and fuck with the mind of your opponent. Axl and | have been best friends for 13 years. 


We had this shit down to an artform. 


Harvest 


Joshua Tree, Mojave Desert 
Twelve Hours Later 


The sun dappled over the horizon in a tapestry of vivid blues, reds and rubies. | was far away from anything 
that defined me. The external factors that shaped my self-perception, my ego, the familiarity of the old 
surroundings, the people who | relied upon to validate me, to support my ego and reflect my identity back to 
me, were all miles away. Out here | was no one. James who? The mountain lion sprawling on a rocky cliff on the 


other side of the canyon didn't give a fuck 

When there is endless open space, there is nothing to measure yourself by. Your ego ceases to exist as it 
runs out of external sources to drain fuel from. It is easy to see why the desert is sacred to so many 
cultures. The folklore and the spirituality that is inseparable from this land comes alive when you become a 
part of it. You connect with millions of years of history. The earth communes with you through the mountains 
and the canyons and the wisdom of the cacti and the misshapen Joshua trees. 

A red-tailed hawk crisscrossed the sky in search of food. | cast a wary look at my own dinner. It was bubbling 
in a pot over an open fire and emitted the foulest motherfucking odour | have ever smelled. Izzy added a few 
stalks of something and stirred. 

‘Izzy, you do realize I'm going to have to kill you." 

"Stop delaying the inevitable." 


"Your demise?" 


He gave me a small smile. "Do you want to tell me why you haven't had a single night of uninterrupted sleep in 
eight months?" 


| watched as a tortoise borrowed into the underground. | wanted to join it. 

"Don't chicken out, James." 

"Fuck you," | growled. 

Getting pissed. | fucking knew this was going to happen 

Guess | couldn't blame Izzy, then. But shit, | was running out of options. Short of checking myself into a 


psychiatric ward or running to the Appalachians to start a new life as a mountain man, this was my last 


resort. 


| could totally be a mountain man. 

"We've been through this," Izzy said quietly. "Stop fighting it. Stop being selfish.” 

"What now? Selfish?" 

"Yep" 

"Do you want to fucking explain what you mean by that?" 

"Nah." 

| shook my head in irritation. "You know what?" 

"Dazzle me." 

"You've got a fucking nerve! What gives you the right to judge me like that and then refuse to explain things? 
That shit ain't cool, Izzy. If you're going to accuse me of being selfish then at least have the balls to explain 
yourself." 

"Balls? It's more about you being receptive, Het. But okay. You wanna know why you're selfish? Because this 
problem you've been having? The nightmares, the sleep deprivation, swilling bourbon for breakfast? It's not just 


your problem anymore. Why is it that every time | read an interview with Metallica it's Lars representing the 


band?" 
Wh" 
"Why is it that every time | watch an interview with Metallica, it's Lars, again?" 
"ay" 


"Why is it that every time | visit you in the studio it's Lars shuffling contracts and paperwork while you're 
jerking off chords in a dark corner like a goddamn zombie?" 


| was three seconds away from slugging him. 


"You do realize that Lars is addicted to amphetamines, right? Speed. Coke. Meth. He is carrying Metallica on his 
shoulders while you self-indulge and self-destruct." 


A roadrunner cooed in the chaparral. 


"Wanna ask me again why you're fucking selfish?" 


| was too shell-shocked to retort. 

Bro," Izzy sighed. "I'm trying to help you. If you won't speak to me or someone else then do what the 
indigenous people of this land have been doing for generations and let the cactus help you. See what the Great 
Spirit has to say." 

"Dude, you're a white boy from Indiana." 

He raised an eyebrow. 

"What the fuck, lz. You telling me you were fuckin’ Crazy Horse in a previous life?" 


"No. He was Lakota. | was Cheyenne." 


"Okay," | got up and took a few paces. "This is getting too much, Chief Izzy. Just shut up for a few minutes. 
Gotta get my head around shit" 


The fucker chuckled. 
You know what? Fuck it. Que fucking sera. 


| sat down. "Look, | don't share your, um, expansive view of the universe. Cosmos. Whatever. But | respect it. | 
respect you. So hit me with it” 


"Coal," he ladled some of the vile ooze into two cups. 

"Oh man," | grimaced. "If it stinks like that how the fuck is it gonna taste?" 

"Worse. Keep it down Just remember what | said about vomiting. It'll happen to both of us in about 30 
minutes. Its natural. You will have already absorbed the psychoactive elements into your bloodstream, so what 
you're throwing up is pulp.” 

"Can't fucking wait." 

"Awesome," he said without an ounce of irony. "Ready?" 

He handed me the cup. "So what, | just down it?" 

"Well, you could sip it like a Wild Turkey reserve, but | wouldn't recommend it." 


"Fuck you, Stradlin." 


"You're welcome, Hetfield" 


We clinked cups and went for it 

| spluttered like a diesel engine. "Fuck," | retched. "This is..aaaghahjghgghg!" 
"| know," Izzy grimaced and held his stomach. "Bear with it! 
"Don't think | can," | got up and dry-heaved over a bush. 

"Deep breaths, man Just calm down It'll pass in a minute” 

It did "Oh man. That was the most evil, motherfucking sludge" 
"Don't diss the plant, man. Its listening” 

| shook my head and took a deep breath. 

Then Izzy offered me a bottle of water to ‘loosen shit up’. 
Christ. Was there a way off the rollercoaster? 

| closed my eyes and prayed 


F | de before | wake, 
Pray the lord my soul fo take 


eR 


Carl Jung named the parts of us that we bury inside ourselves the shadow self These are the wretched, 
sordid, shameful parts that scream out for attention. The more we try to repress them, the more violent 
they become. The unconscious aspect of the self which the conscious ego does not recognize. This is our dark 
side, our undesirable side, our inferior side. lt can appear in dreams as a monster and to many of us as our 
inner demon. But Jung also asserted that the shadow self can be a thing of beauty if we cease our rejection 
of it and come to embrace the so-called darkness. Darkness is the source of our creativity. Denial of these 
qualities leads to pain. Bringing the shadow into the light means the self can be at one with it, rather than 


being a slave to it. 
| thought about my shameful parts. 
Something shifted in the pit of my stomach. A wave of nausea. It wasn't so bad, more like the ebb and flow of 


a gentle tide. | was expecting it. | looked at Izzy. He held his head, then he sensed my gaze and looked back at 


me. We exchanged smiles. Whatever was happening, | wasn't scared anymore. It was okay. | felt...okay. 


| was seized by a greater wave. | got on my hands and knees and braced myself to purge. It didn't happen. | 
knelt by the fire and gazed into the flames when another wave hit me, and then another. Okay, it was 
happening. | staggered to my feet and walked a couple of paces before falling down and retching right on the 
spot. It wasn't as disgusting as | imagined. | was bringing up a greenish-brown paste that was almost odourless. 
Izzy was doing the same. 

When it was done, | lay on the ground and breathed. 

A tiny snake rippled through the sand. 

XE% 

| leaned against the Joshua tree and stretched my arms over two branches. | felt like Osiris. | felt like Moses. | 
felt like Jesus. | felt like every other man who had gone out to the desert in search of answers. If this was 


what it felt like to commune with the divine, with God and the Great Spirit, | was a convert. 


My gaze carried over the whistling thorns swaying in the breeze. | took a deep breath and savoured the 
fumes of sage that Izzy had thrown into the fire. 


He was spinning on a rock 

| furrowed my brow as he turned into a dust devil before my eyes. 

"Izzy?" | called out. "Where are you?" 

| left the Joshua tree and ambled towards the canyon. The mountain lion was still there, watching me with keen 
eyes. Izzy was nowhere to be seen. My blood turned cold. Could he have fallen off the precipice? | climbed up 
to the rock face. 

"Holy shit!" Cliff grinned at me. 

| froze. 

"Dude, | can't believe you finally did it!" 

My mouth was dry. "Did what?" 

"Peyote!" he laughed. "Oh man, how many times did | fucking beg you to do it with me?" 


Cliff? What are you doing here?" 


"| live here, man." 


"You live here?" 
"Yeah," he grinned. "We all do. So how are things?" 

"We all. 2" 

"You'll find out one day," he winked. "So, Metallica. You're kicking ass!" 
| grinned. "We are, yeah. How do you know?" 

"MTV. Duh, because I'm with you, numbnuts! How else would | know?" 
| sat down on the rock "Cliff," | closed my eyes. "Where's Izzy?" 
"He's right here. Don't worry about him" 


Cliff sat next to me and smiled. His long brown hair wafted in the desert breeze. | tore my gaze away from 


him and swallowed hard. 

"Beautiful here, isn't it?" he said softly. 

"Yog" 

"James?" 

| looked at him. 

"Why are you scared of me?" 

"Because you're dead." 

"Well," he shrugged. "I'm not really dead. l'm just living a different life." 
"Cut the crap, man. You're dead" 

"Maybe | am," he wiggled his brow. 

"Always fucking with me, Cliff. Even in death." 
"Especially in death, by the looks of things." 


"What do you mean?" 


He tilted his head and smiled. 
| looked away. 


"You know," he said quietly. "There's really no reason to feel so messed up about shit. We were young, James. 


Careless. Twitchy. Deviant. Take your pick." 

"Twitchy?" 

He twitched his nose. "Like that" 

"You high, man?" 

"Nah. You?" 

"Nah." 

He chuckled. "You always made me laugh, Het." 

| smiled. 

‘| will always love you," he said suddenly. "You know that, right?" 
My eyes carried over the canyon "No," | breathed. "How would 1?" 
"| never told you?" 

| shook my head. 

"Wow. Major omission, huh?" 

| shrugged. "Don't know about that. Love was never-" 

"Yes it was." 

| closed my eyes and a tear ran down my cheek. 

He brushed it away. 

His fingers were warm. | leaned my head into his palm and he stroked my cheek. 


"You need to stop mourning me," he murmured. 


| swallowed the tears that were wavering on the cusp. "How?" 
"By living.” 

"Well in case you haven't noticed, | have a pulse." 

"And it's pumping a broken heart." 

"Give me a break, Cliff. I'm living, okay? | have the band. | have friends. | have..." 
"Lars?" 

"Maybe." 

"Come on, man Its always been Lars." 

"You're wrong," | wiped a tear from my cheek. "l..did" 

"Did what?" 

"Love you." 


And with that, the floodgates opened. | held my face in my hands and howled out the denial. Cliff put his arms 
around me as violent sobs racked my body. My cries sounded like an animal dying somewhere in the darkened 


gullies of the canyon. 


| had never cried like that before, or since. 


After what felt like an eternity, | stopped crying. The earth stood still. We talked about stuff. The band, the 
music, our plans. He asked me about Jason | found myself talking about Newsted with a new warmth | didn't 


realise | felt towards him. 
"Yo, Het!" he called as | descended the rock face. 
"Yeah?" 

"Say hi fo the guys from me" 

| smiled and nodded 


Izzy and | never made it to Eldorado. 


KKK 

| crept into bed and nuzzled him gently. | didn't want to wake Lars but | was desperate to hold him in my arms. 
He was asleep - an expensive commodity for both of us. | brushed a lock of hair from his eyes and kissed him 
softly. He stirred No, Lars. Sleep. 

Little fucker never listened to me anyway. 

"James?" he rubbed his eyes. 

"Shhh," | stroked his face. "Go back to sleep." 

"Is it Sunday?" 

| chuckled. "No, its early Saturday. We came back early. Now shush." 

"Don't tell me what to do," he yawned. 

"God, | missed you." 

"Mmmm. Miss me with a blowjob." 

| smiled and climbed on top of him. "Anything you want." 


Understanding death heightens the experience of living. 


That's what the cactus taught me. All in the end is harvest. 


FUS 


Hollywood Hills 
November 1990 


One of these days l'm going to have to start writing about the fucked up shit (FUS) that happens to me. | 
might do as Hunter S. Thompson and publish a series of stories in a magazine. Or | might bite the bullet and 
write an autobiography. (To be published posthumously.) | would love to call it something dry, satirical and 
knowingly impish like Fear and Loathing in Los Angeles, but that shit's so lame and contrived that any writer who 
comes up with it should be shot. So for now I'll stick with internal dialogue. God knows | have enough FUS 
happening to me on a daily basis to feed a lifelong spring of inspiration 


It was four days after our trip to Joshua Tree. | finally got James high and it felt like a personal triumph. The 
fact that | ended up helping him with a little shapeshifting care of the cacti was a bonus. | was exhausted. 
Peyote does that to you. It lavishes you with gifts and then drains your spirit. It's a fair exchange. | spent the 
next couple of days in bed. By the third, | managed to jam with the guys. | called James to see how he was 
doing, Lars told he was sleeping and that's all | needed to know. When | went to bed that night, tenderly curled 
into the Duzzy pretzel, | fell asleep with a smile on my face. 

| woke up with an even bigger smile as a delicious friction stirred me out of slumber. Duff giving me a handjob. 
(The traditional kind) | moaned softly as he pumped my dick in a firm but unhurried manner. Then | slitted my 
eyes open and Axl grinned in my face. | shot out of bed as if a nest of tarantulas had leapt onto the bedding. 
"Axl!" 

He chuckled. "Please don't have a heart attack." 

"What..oh God" | paced around like a caged leopard. "OF all the crazy fucked up shit-" 

"Relax, Izzy. It's a handjob. Nothing we haven't done before." 

"Yeah, when we were teenagers! Shits changed" 

Axl looked at my unchanged condition 

| grabbed a blanket and he smiled. 


"Come on, Iz. It's nothing, really." 


| sat on the bed and willed myself to calm down. "Pretending to be Duff and putting me in this situation isn't 
nothing, Axl. It's fucked up." 


"What are you guys like exclusive now?" 
"No." 
"Well?" he frowned. 


He wasn't getting it. | shook my head and took a deep breath. l'm an insatiable bastard at the best of times. In 


the mornings, it's even worse. 
| gritted my teeth. "What do you want?" 


"To talk about the sesh today, | can't make it. Got some shit to sort out with Dan about the entourage. Wanna 


come with?" 
"No. I'll rehearse with the others," | exhaled slowly. "Where's Slash?" 


"One On One," Axl shifted onto his side and brushed light fingers over my hip. "Said he had to see Lars about 


something.” 


Guess that's my afternoon sorted out, then. | had a little damage control to..oh, man Axl pressed his lips to 


my hip and gently moved the blanket away. 

"Axl," | swatted him away. 

He licked a trail to my dick "Its my fault. | put you in this situation Let me fix it." 
"Stop it," | swatted him again half-heartedly. 

‘Ive been bad, Izzy. Let me make it up to you." 

His lips wrapped around my dick. 

My fingers dug into his hair. 

He swirled his tongue around the head and hummed. 

"Yeah," | licked my lips. "Make it up to me. Only this once." 

Was this some FUS or what? 

When | was about to come, | put a pillow over my head and it stifled the moans that Axl tore from my throat. 


This was the first time Axl had given me a blowjob. And oh, my God, was he good. Happiness. For exactly 5 


seconds. 


"Kind of funny that you shoot your load into my mouth while your boyfriend is downstairs making you 
breakfast, huh?" 


Another deep breath. Another checklist of reasons why | can't kill my singer. 
"Axi." 

"Come on, man Get to it. Before Duff burns the bacon" 

"What?" 

He pointed to his hard dick. 

| laughed. This FUS was too fucking funny. 


"Axl. Pal. Motherfucker. If you think I'm going to put your dick in my mouth then you're more deluded than | 
thought." 


He shrugged. "That's cool. A handjob is fine. It's been about Il years since you've given me one. Come on, Iz. For 


all times sake." 

The problem with FUS is that it's cheap and cheerful entertainment. That shit's far too seductive to pass up. | 
looked at his dick Axl was holding it proudly. Wish | had a fucking bow to make the picture complete. But | 
didn't. So | grabbed it and started pumping. It appealed to my sense of fun. (Plus, I'm a horny bastard. You 
already know that) After he came, he looked at me with a blissed-out, angelic smile. 

"Thank you, Izzy," he murmured. "That was wonderful." 

Axl thanking me for a handjob was the real FUS. 

He left a few moments later and | hit the shower. Then | went downstairs and braced myself for the inevitable. 
Duff was on the phone to Sebastian Bach. How did | know it was Bach? Because they always overdo the ‘dudes’ 
when they're together. 

"Hey," he stirred sugar into his coffee. "Going with Axl to the suits?" 

"Axl sucked my dick and | gave him a handjob." 


He stopped stirring and looked at me. 


My cue to explain how it happened. So | did. In detail 


(| skipped the part about coming harder than | had in weeks.) 

Duff put the spoon on the counter. 

"Pissed?" 

He shrugged. "How would you feel if | accidently blew Slash?" 

"Sick" 

"That's your fucking answer, then" 

‘I'm sorry, Duff. It won't happen again" 

"Really? Because, Izzy, if you and Axl are starting something-" 

"Don't make me laugh. He was fucking with me." 

"So what happens next time he wants to fuck with you? You'll fuck him?" 


"Just..don't let him in when I'm sleeping. You know how | am in the mornings. | can barely remember my name 
until I've cooked one off" 


"Fucking deviant." 

"Part of my charm," | yawned. "Look, Duff. Honestly, it won't happen again" 

"Better not, Izzy." 

| pulled him into my arms. Wowza, that scent. Ding ding ding. 

And then we fucked. 

EK 

Couple of hours later | was at One On One Recording Studios in North Hollywood yapping with Kirk about guitars 
and spaghetti. (Don't ask. I'll explain that FUS some other time) James looked the best | had ever seen him. 
Gone were the moon-filled and thunderful haunted eyes. He looked happy and healthy. Maybe a little sunburnt. 
He was engrossed in an easy, animated conversation with Jason that told me the two had become best buds 


over the last 48 hours. James shot me a grin and | smiled back. 


Then | saw Slash hand over to Lars a silver wad in the control room. Lars gave him some cash. Okay, this was 


FUS of the non-entertaining variety. 


Let me make something very fucking clear. | don't charge my friends. | make enough money to be able to 
support their drug habits out of the kindness of my heart. (Fuck me, even I'm laughing now. That's some FUS, 
right there) | don't deal for bread. | do it because l'm connected and | know my shit. | do it because | like to 
get high. | do it because old habits..heh | do it because l'm an ex-junkie and almost all my friends are junkies or 
ex-junkies. Some of them, like Lars, are newbies to this game. Lars has been a casual drug user for years but 
I'm pretty sure he's never had a habit before. When Slash dropped by yesterday, | told him not to give Lars 
any more coke or meth. Speed is the lesser evil. So | gave him some of that, and blow for his own personal 
use. 

But you don't need a silver wrapper for pills. So what the fuck was Slash doing giving Lars cocaine? And fucking 
charging him for it? | made my excuses and went to the control room. James laughed at something Jason was 
saying. He was totally clueless about the little drug cartel Slash and | were running in his backyard, 

"Lars," | put my arm around him. "Would you mind if | had a word with Slash?" 

"Go for it," he beamed at me. He was totally wired. 

| led Slash out of the room. 

"Walk with me. Talk to me. Tell me why you're being a little bitch." 

"Huh?" 


| shoved him against the sink in the kitchenette. "I fucking told you not to supply Lars with the heavy stuff! 
Why are you still giving him coke? Why are you taking his money?" 


"Relax, it wasn't coke, man" 

Relief. “Okay.” 

"It was meth’ 

Another deep breath. Another checklist of reasons why | can't kill my lead guitarist 
"SLASH" 


"He wouldn't let up about it, Iz! He said he had it under control. Then | told him my source dried up and there 


wouldn't be anymore." 
"Right," | nodded. 


"Then he told me I'm full of shit." 


He lit a cigarette. | contemplated his death. 

| gestured to him to keep talking. 

‘Izzy, he's developing a serious habit." 

"Really!" 

"Yeah," he blew out smoke. "Maybe we should tell James?" 

"Listen to me, dumbass. I'll deal with Lars from now on I'll even tell him where you're getting your shit from. 
But if you breathe a fucking word to Het | will crucify you. And by the way motherfucker Axl sucked my dick 
this morning.” 


The cigarette fell out of his lips. 


| stormed out of there and went back to the control room. Lars was on the phone. | waited patiently until he 
finished the conversation. 


"Everything cool?" he grinned and shuffled studio logs. 
"We gotta talk." 
"What's up?" he sat down. 


| leaned against the mixing console. "Look, buddy, it's been a long fucking day and its only..um, 4 o'clock. So Ill 


cut to the chase. You have a serious drug problem." 


He laughed and almost fell off the swing chair. Wired If | told him that his fucking pooch died in an unfortunate 


blender accident he'd have the same reaction. 


| sighed. "I've been the one supplying you, Lars. Through Slash. So | know that you've hit 8 grams of blow over 
the last IO days. Then there's the meth." 


"Dude," Lars chuckled. "You really don't have to worry. | have that shit under control. Just picking up the slack 


around here." 


"I know," | sat down by him. "But James is back. Like really back. You don't have to shoulder the whole operation 


on your own anymore. Plus, it wouldn't hurt you to delegate some of the responsibility to Kirk and Jason" 


He looked at me for a moment, and the proverbial curtain came down. "Thank you, Izzy, for your concern. But | 
don't need you to tell me how to run Metallica” 


"You're right. It's none of my business how you operate. But as your friend, | am telling you that you have an 
amphetamine problem. | can see it in your eyes and in your skin tone. | can see it in the way you move. Its 
frying your nervous system. In about a month it will start affecting your drumming. Less, if you carry on 


with the meth." 


"Fuck you, Izzy. The fucking poster boy for smack is giving me shit about a little coke! That's rich. Mind your 


goddamn business." 

The lights were going out. | could understand why he was angry. No one likes being called on their bull. Plus, the 
idea of me preaching the anti-drugs shtick was comedy gold. Keith Richards and | should open with that shit in 
Vegas. 


| won't supply you anymore." 


"Oh yeah," he said sarcastically. "I'm fucked! Shame | don't live in a city like Los Angeles where you can score 


dope in your local T-Eleven. Holy shit, what am | gonna do?" 
Time to bring out the big guns. "I'll tell James." 
His eyes widened. "You'll tell my mommy? Like, for real?" 


Lars hit the talkback button and spoke into the microphone. "James, guess what. Izzy has something he wants 


to tell you." 
Then he toggled the sound and sneered at me. This was what | was afraid of. 
"Yeah? What are you guys up to?" 


Lars hit the talkback again and challenged me to do it. 


| spoke into the mike. "Don't worry, man. Just a little game we're playing. He's winning. But the fucker doesn't 
realize who he's dealing with. So all bets are off" 


| turned my back to the studio and looked at Lars. "I'll tell him in my own fucking time, Lars. In the meanwhile, 


try to get it through your skull that I'm trying to help you here. | know what this shit does to you. I've been 
there." 


"You know what, Stradlin? I'm getting a little tired of your help. Breezing in like a fucking swami trying to fix 
everyone's problems. Just get the hell out of my studio." 


"Your studio?" 


"Yeah. | own this goddamn place. Now fuck off before | call security.” 
His record company owned this goddamn place. But we were done. 


As | dipped my head into the studio to bid the others adios, James and Jason were still locked in a 


conversation. Then | saw James's fingers graze over Jason's thigh. 


Now that, right there, was the biggest FUS I'd seen yet. 


eR 


Why do people always rub my face in it? Why does FUS always chase me around like a fucking fangirl? | needed 
to get away from the madness. | had only one friend | could count on for some FUS-free fun. There would be 
no dramas. There would be no hassle. There would no questions. There would be no weirdness. Just a couple of 
pals getting high and listening to music. Rumour had it that the Crue were back in town. So | drove out to 
Malibu and hoped to God that Nikki Sixx was at home. 


| buzzed the intercom once. Twice. Thrice. No answer. Shit 

But there was an open window on the second floor. 

Hmmm. | looked at the gate and the apple orchard extending from the driveway to his backyard. If | could climb 
the gate and the tree(s) and get into that yard, finding my way into the house would be a piece of cake. Nikki 
wouldn't mind me waking him up. Especially with the 3.5 grams of meth | stole from Lars when he wasn't 
paying attention. | know what you're thinking. Class A drugs. Theft. Breaking and entering. 

Baby, you don't know half the FUS | get up to. 

| looked around. The street was empty. | went for it. 

The gate was easy. 

As | walked up to the driveway, | realized that the tree would be impossible to ascend. God only knows why | 
didn't notice the lack of low-rising branches with which to climb. | tried anyway. | jumped around for a while 
and managed to climb a lowish bough. A car drove up to the entrance. Ah, so Nikki had just popped out for 
some groceries. Cool. 

My eyes darkened. 


It was Tommy Lee. 


Fuck 


He looked at my car for a moment and then out at the street. Then he entered the security password and the 


gate opened. He reversed into the driveway and got out of the car, looking around suspiciously. 

Tommy and | don't get on very well. There are two reasons for that. | used to supply Nikki with smack. | 
stopped as soon as | realized the severity of his problem but he overdosed on my brown sugar a couple of 
times and Tommy called the LAPD on my ass last year. It took a lot of legal finagling to get him to drop 
charges. (Nikki was in rehab at that point) But he did. And it remains one of those urban myths floating 
around the LA. circuit. If that isn't enough, one of his best buds is none other than Dave Mustaine. Who is 
James's arch-nemesis. So of course, Tommy and | are supposed to dislike each other. 

But you wanna know the real FUS? 

I've been crushing on Mustaine for years now. Not in a lusty kind of way. (Besides Duff and the FUS with Axl, 
I'm not into men). But there's something about Mustaine that captivates me. Our bands played a couple of 
festivals together and | enjoyed hanging out with him. But on tour, its work. Back home, asking Mustaine out 


for a beer would be too fucking weird. Especially given the dynamics | have explained. 


But I'm dying to hang out with him. Shoot the breeze. Sniff his hair. (You know | have a hair fetish.) But how 
the hell am | going to achieve that? 


"Stradlin" 

Oh fuck 

"Hey Tommy" 

He glared at me. 

"Don't call the cops, man. Im just looking for Nikki" 
"He's in New York" 

"So what are you doing here, huh?" 

He didn't find it funny. "Get THE FUCK out of that tree! 
| jumped down. Shit, my knees. That was a steep fall 
"So | should probably go." 

"Yeah. You do that 


| turned to leave, then thought of something. "Mustaine lives around here doesn't he?" 


"Why? You wanna break into his house too?" 


"No, man. We have the same producer. Mike Clink is working with both Megadeth and Guns N' Roses at the 
moment. | wanted to chew the fat with him about it" 


Tommy considered that. "Okay. Well, I'm going over there as soon as | drop this shit off for Nikki. We were 


gonna have a few beers. Wanna join?" 
Hallelujah! "Okay," | shrugged. 


That's how | ended up sleeping with the enemy. But if | knew the chain of events that would follow, | wouldn't 
have bothered with that FUS. 


Neanderthal 


November 1990 
Look at me. 
No, really look at me. 


What do you see? A brash and disaffected guy? A raconteur of dark and brooding lyrics? Maybe a speed 
merchant peddling thrash to the masses. First off, that label's getting tired What a lack of inventiveness. On 
your part. But if there is one thing that bores me even more than yakking about genres within metal, it's 
talking about why Metallica is no longer thrash metal. And by the way, this has absolutely nothing to do with a 


certain metal band spearheading the thrash genre at the moment. You know who l'm talking about. 


I'm not so brash or disaffected either. It may seem that way because | like to keep things simple. But if you 
want a glimpse into my soul, if you want to see what really makes me tick, observe my actions. Read my 
lyrics. Don't fucking judge me by the way | pose in photographs. Or the way | look when I'm chugging out 
pentatonic riffs in front of 20,000 people. There is nothing personal about that. Truthfully, m one of the 
most relaxed and chilled-out people you know. It takes a lot to ruffle my feathers. My rules are simple. Don't 
fuck with my friends. Don't fuck with my family. Don't fuck with Metallica If you can manage not to do that, 
we're good. Give me a beer, a guitar, the outdoors, and I'm happy. The truth is often prosaic in its simplicity, 
isn't it. 

But for some reason, people find me scary. Yeah, | like it sometimes. But not as much as | used to. The older | 
get, the more grating it becomes. l'm about as scary as a chipotle. | add a certain smoky heat to shit, but l'm 


harmless. For the most part. 


| swung back and forth on the swivel chair and looked at Lars. He was poring over contracts. | was restless. | 


was horny. | was getting pissed. 

| grunted. 

He looked at me. 

When | failed to follow up, he went back to the contracts. 

Okay, so | have the mannerisms of a caveman sometimes. There's that. 

But again, it's about keeping shit simple. Why speak when you can grunt. Or moan. Human language evolved 


from the rhythmic grunts and noises of cavemen at work, for instance while toting large rocks or chopping 


trees for firewood. Just think about it. Long-haired, fur-clad guys hauling a giant woolly mammoth, their 


echoing grunts reverberating through the forest. Now that's metal motherfucker, right there. 
Getting hornier. Getting pissed.ier. 

Rrrrrrr. 

| put my chin on the table and looked at Lars with big puppy eyes. 

Dogs. Now there's a species | can relate to. They also like to keep shit simple. 

He flicked a pencil between his thumb and index finger. "Yes?" 

"Hi" 

"Can | help you?" 


"Yep." 


"D'ya think you can manage three words?" 
"Restless. Horny. Me." 

"Later. Working. Now." 

Grrr" 

"Suck it up." 

"But | want you to suck it up." 

"Whoa, James, a full sentence!" 

Toothy grin. | swivelled on the chair some more. 
After a time. "Lars, why do people find me scary?" 
"Beats me, man. You're a pussycat" 


"Hey! | can be scary!" 


"Scarily infuriating. Let me finish this, please." 
"What the fuck are we paying lawyers for?" 
Lars tossed the pencil on the table. "For fanden, James!" 


Okay. That was my cue to back off. Swearing in Danish meant that Lars was no longer finding shit cute or 
funny. | got up to leave. 


He stopped me. "James," he sighed. "Look, I'm just trying to concentrate. We have a meeting with Jeff and the 


execs tomorrow. | wanna be prepared" 
| know that. But unlike you, | trust Jeffrey. | trust Elektra. They've been good to us. Because we're good to 
them. That's how it works. So unless you found something strange or evidence of foul play, Lars, you're 


wasting your time." 


"Well how can | find that evidence if don't check the paperwork? Do you know how much money other bands 


lose because they can't be bothered to-" 
"You're being paranoid!" 


‘Oh yeah! Because bands never get screwed over by record companies, right? What was | thinking? Motley 
Crue just happened to misplace that $2M in overheads." 


| sat down and took a deep breath. "I don't want to fight." 


"Just give me 30 minutes, James. Please. Then I'll blow you, fix you dinner, or meet whatever other fucking 


need you have." 

God, that hurt. 

| sat in silence until all the air was sucked out of the room. 
"Going to the studio.” 

He looked at me. 

| pressed a gentle kiss to his head and left. 
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The studio is my refuge. It's my quiet harbour amid the tempest of life with Metallica. | feel more at home at 


One On One than any other studio or house | have lived in. | don't think it has anything to do with the 
equipment. Well, the revolutionary matrix console can handle up to 40 inputs on mixdown and offers some 
pretty fucking sweet ways of integrating our music into the digital routing system. As far as | am aware, Def 
Leppard and Guns N' Roses are the only other bands with the budget to use this new technology. But it's more 
about how | feel. My bearing within my own skin and temperament. | can always find something here with 
which to mollify the monsters. 

The studio was dark. Still. Quiet 

| plugged in my ESP Explorer and made some noise. 

| wrote ‘Of Wolf And Man’ the day after my peyote trip in the desert. | wasn't quite ready to show it to the 
others. It needed fine-tuning, enhancing, refining. Bullshit. It was just too fucking personal. Seeped in metaphor 
and innuendo, it probably wouldn't have been understood anyway. But | just wasn't ready yet. 


So | sung it to myself. "OFF through the new day's mist | run, off from the new day's mist | have come. | hunt, 
therefore | am, harvest the land." 


Intense eyes gazed at me from a darkened corner of the studio. 
"Newsted?" | frowned. 

"Dude, that's..that's amazing.” 

"Yeah?" | smiled awkwardly. "| wasn't sure. What are you doing here?" 
"Just got here. Your eyes were closed" 

"Oh. Yeah, still finding my footing with this one." 

He came out of the shadows and sat on a stool. "Hit me with it" 
"Nah, it's too raw." 

"All the more reason to show it to me, then" 

"Not that kind of raw," | messed with the guitar pedals. 

"Right." 

| looked at him. Those eyes. "Well, since we're both here.." 


"Struggle Within?" 


"Yeah." 

"Cool," he smiled. 

We played for minutes. Hours. | wasn't sure. By the time we were done the building was empty save for the 
security detail at reception They eyed us wearingly as we shot in and out with takeaway dinner and alcohol. We 
had no plans to leave. 

"Jason," | asked while we were eating. "What do you know about me and Lars?" 

He looked at me and took a swig of beer. "Nothing." 


| raised my eyebrow. 


"Don't wanna talk about it," he said briskly. "Do we have tomorrow afternoon off, after the meeting with Jeff 
and the suits? Cause | got something that c-" 


"Why?" 
He sighed. "Can't you just respect that?" 


"No. | can't respect something that | don't understand." 


He scoffed. "Are we really having this conversation now, James? After four fucking years you ask if | know 
about you and Lars?" 


"| didn't ask if you knew. That would be ridiculous” 

"Tell me about it! 

"| asked what you knew." 

"There's a what? Is there a why as well, James? Maybe a how?" 

"Fuck you. No need to be so fucking pissy.” 

"Yeah there is" 

"Wanna tell me why? Or have you hit your sarcasm quota for the day?" 


"Because it's a fucking test!" 


| blinked. 


"What do | know about you and Lars. Hmmm. Let's see. Oh, wait there, not much! Because nobody has bothered 


to explain it to me. He's your what, surrogate boyfriend? Partners who fuck? Fuckers who partner?" 

| didn't understand why he was so upset. "Jason," | sighed. "What is it?" 

It's just," he shook his head. "Just one more thing that I've been kept in the dark about, James. Remember in 
the early days, when you guys neglected to tell me our studio schedule because it was oh so funny when | 
showed up late and terrified? Remember when | missed the flight to Detroit because, again, it was so fucking 
funny to mislead the new kid about flight arrangements?" 

| heaved a sigh. 

"But the best part was when you guys didn't talk to me during our tour in ‘87 and | just had to guess the 
setlist. Would it be ‘Sanitarium’ next? Maybe ‘Leper Messiah’? What bass pedals do | prep so that | don't fuck 
up and get the sack? Hell, let's just throw ‘em all in. Yeah. /f ifs good enough for Chris Squire, its good enough for 
Newkid! That was awesome. Hilarious shit. Cried myself to sleep every fucking night. What a baby." 

"Jason" 

He fired up a cigarette. "So no, James. | don't feel comfortable answering questions about shit | should have 
fucking well known years ago. If you wanna talk to me about your relationship with Lars, I'm listening. But don't 
you fucking test me." 

| smiled. 

It took him a moment, and then he smiled back. 
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| drove to my house that night. Didn't think Lars would want to see me back at his place. But when | entered 
the bedroom, there he was in my bed. Reading. 


"Hey, man" 


His tone was soft and calm. Thank God | couldn't take another argument that late, or rather early in the 
morning. | was mentally frazzled. 


"Hi," | shot him a tentative grin. 


His smile could have powered up a space station. 


"Lars," | took my shirt off. "Sorry about before. | know you're only being careful. You have our best interests 


at heart, and all the rest. ll try to." 
"Yeah?" he put the book down 

"To be less selfish" 

He frowned "Selfish? You're many things, James. Selfish isn't one of them" 

"Really?" 

"Yeah," he chuckled. "You're a fucking redneck sometimes. Monosyllabic. Obstinate. Petulant. Maybe a little—" 
"Okay!" 

"Come here" 

"Don't feel like putting out tonight, Lars” 

He laughed. "Oh by the way, Izzy called you earlier" 

"Yeah? Been hard to get hold of him recently 


| got into bed and stretched out on my side. Lars followed suit and we looked into each other's eyes. "Gotta ask 
you something," | brushed my thumb over his lips. 


Hm?" 
"You dont really feel that | use you to meet my needs or some shit like that. Do you?" 
Lars sighed. "Sometimes." 

| gaped at him. "What?" 


"l'm not complaining exactly. But you can be difficult, James. Everything has to be done exactly when and how 


you want it" 
"So | am selfish." 


"Again, | wouldn't say that," he nuzzled me. "You're the most giving and generous person | know. You'd give your 
last dollar to someone in need. You lavish me with.." 


"Yeah?" 


"Your breed of affection" 

We both laughed 

"What the fuck does that mean?" 

"Ht means that | know you love me. But you've never said it to me. 
My smile faded. “Well, neither have you" 

"| love you, James. More than anything in the world’ 

Shit 

| couldn't say it back 

| tried My lips opened | made a sound. A mumble. A caveman grunt. 
Lars laughed and wrapped his legs around me. "Its okay" 

"What's wrong with me?" 

"You're a Neanderthal. | wouldn't want you any other way.” 
"Neanderthal! That's a fucking devolution from caveman!" 
"Neanderthal man kicked caveman's ass" 

"Yeah?" | pinned him down and tugged his hair. 

‘Mmmm. | love it when you do that” 

| tugged harder. His hand smoothed down my side and grabbed my dick 
Guess | was putting out after all 

*EK 

"Yeah" 


| burst out laughing. 


"The fuck? James, why do you always laugh when | answer the phone?" 
| was laughing so hard that | was incapable of speech. 

"Do you want Izzy?" 

| coughed. "Slash, sorry man. You just make me laugh. 


"Cool. If the band goes to shit | can hit the comedy scene, huh? Yo, Iz! H's Hetfield. I'm gonna stop answering 
the phone around here." 


"Hello." 

"Axl? Hi, how are things?" 

"So goddamn beautiful | could barf. And how are you?" 

"Excellent. We still invited over tomorrow for the grand unveiling?" 

"Of course. Remember what you promised about the tape." 

"Yeah, | might conveniently forget that in my car." 

"That's cool. We'll break into it" 

"Speaking of criminal activity, where's Izzy?" 

"Yeah, about that. He took off the moment Slash said you were on the line." 
"Really?" 

"Strange, huh? But then, Izzy is strange." 

Hmm" 

"Like the other day. | woke him up with a handjob, as you do." 

"As you..what?" 

"Yeah. Like perfectly natural, right? He got all pissy when he realized it was me." 


"Um, okay. Who did he think it was?" 


"Well, Duff. Obviously." 
"What!" 

"Oh. | see," he chuckled 

"Axl, what are you trying to say?" 

"Ill leave that to Izzy. Bye now" 

The line went dead 

Hmmm. Im the dark and disaffected guy? lm fucking Mary Poppins next to Stradlin. The guy had some 
explaining to do. It was virtually impossible not to reach the obvious conclusion here. | was hurt. Izzy knew all 
my secrets. Well, most of them anyway. 


So Izzy and Duff were in a relationship. 


What else was he hiding? 


Enter Sandman 


Hollywood Hills 
November 1990 


Love is a pulsing rhapsody of sound that is in lust and in flames. It makes us wild. It pulses through our bodies 
like a sexual plateau that is alive and emergent with the blood of ten thousand arousals. It reaches its zenith in 
the creation of new life, new worlds. Fucking love. It makes the moonlight feel like sunshine. 

Duff, what have you done to me? 

| don't know when it happened exactly. But one morning | woke up in love. Maybe I'd been in love with Duff all 
these years. It's that dopey smile. Its his intelligent eyes. It's the way his hair hangs around his face like a 
goddamn halo. Its the way his long fingers coil around a fretboard. It's the way he looks at me. Like I'm special. 
Its easier to love yourself when someone else loves you. | watched Duff whirl around the room to Buzzcocks 
and felt shot by both sides. Then he lit my crack pipe. 

Can you think of anything more romantic? 

| took a hit. My face melted into rapture. 

Boys and girls, there ain't nothing like crack cocaine. Take it from Uncle lz. 

EK 

In my somewhat hedonistic existence, | have discerned one thing. Pleasure, whether physical or intellectual, is 
its own reward. So what if I'm spiritual. Why the fuck should the pursuit of the former negate the legitimacy 
of the latter? 

Duff was untangling bass strings. 

| draped myself over his back. "Dya think I'm spiritual?" 

"Sure, lz" 

"Do you even know what that means?" 

"Izzy, half the shit you say goes over my head." 


My right hand wandered under his shirt. "Duffs. Duffy." 


"Call me Duffs or Duffy again and I'll break your legs." 


"Punk." 

"Hippie." 

It was true love. 

His hair curled at the nape of his neck. | swept it away and kissed him there, eliciting something between a 
purr and a moan. That was another reason why Duff and | got on so well. Sex. Left to our own devices we 
would spend every hour of the day having it. (Okay, with the odd break to play music, drink and get high. It 
was cute and disgusting in equal measures. | unzipped his jeans and reached into his briefs. We had already 
fucked that morning. But it was early afternoon and | was getting frisky. 

lz, we gotta go soon" 

"So?" | stroked him. 


Soft moan. "You don't wanna go. Do you?" 


| stopped and gazed at the back of his head through a waning crack high. He had a point. But | didn't feel like 
talking about it. 


"There any more rock?" 

"Come on, lz," he turned to faced me. "Is it because of what happened with Axl?" 

Truthfully, | was traumatized by that FUS. But | wasn't going to let on that | was. Especially not to Duff. The 
reason why | didn't fancy hauling my ass to the studio today was because we had invited Metallica to hang out 
and listen to new recordings. Ours, theirs. It was supposed to be a creative exchange fuelled by spaghetti and 
camaraderie. (Yeah, | know I've still got to explain the spaghetti thing. Have patience.) Like | have previously said, 
we're all friends. Colleagues. Our styles are so different that the mere thought of rivalry is a joke. Then | 
thought of their rivals, and sighed. 

Duff, as ever, read my mind. 

"James doesn't know that you and Mustaine have been hanging out, does he?" 

| shrugged. 


"Or that you've been supplying Lars." 


"Not supplying him anymore." 


"What a tangled web we weave." 

"That ain't all," | rubbed ash into the carpet. 

"There's more?" he chuckled. "Fuck me. No wonder you don't wanna see him." 
"Axl kind of slipped that you and | are..you know." 

His face fell. "James didn't know?" 

Oh, crap. 

His voice was quiet. "You never told him." 


"What the fuck do you want me to do, Duff? Call MTV? Fax Rolling Stone? Izzy Stradlin and Duff McKagan are 


screwing?" 

His eyes narrowed. "Is that what we're doing here, Izzy, screwing?" 

"Well, we sure do a lot o-" 

"Stop, Izzy. Please. Just be quiet," he got up. "I don't know what hurts me more. The fact that you didn't tell 
one of your closest friends that we're in a relationship, or the fact that you're calling that relationship 
screwing. Whatever it is," he rubbed his face. "I need some time out, man. Need to think about shit" 

"Come onl" | got up. "Duff, you know how | am." 

"Yeah. | do. And every time we move one step forward you drag us seven steps back. Like | said, lz. That shit 
ain't working for me anymore. Tell me something, why do you feel compelled to mess up every good 
relationship you have? Ours. Your friendship with James. That shit with Rebecca last year. You ever thought 
about that?" 

"Don't you fuckin’ analyze me!" 

He swallowed and looked away. "Izzy," he croaked. "I'm going to Conway now. If you don't wanna come, I'll make 
excuses for you. I'll move heaven and earth to keep this shit separate from the band. I'll always care about 
you. I'll always be there for you. But we're done. | want you to pack up your shit and be gone by tonight" 
"Duff" 

But he was already out the door. 


| took a deep breath. It had been a long Indian summer in California. The summer seemed to go on forever. As 


if the heat of the sun had warped time itself. But the summer was over. The bubble had burst. Duff and | 
were..done. Funny, isn't it? That he ended it the same week | realized | was in love with him. | looked around at 


the place. 

Picks. Strings. Leads. Pedals. Straps. Notes. Lyrics. 

My life. 

| hauled bits into a bag and eyed my guitars warily. Playing music feels like flowing with the sinuous cascade of 
an expression that is as natural to me as breathing is to you. My own breathing no longer felt natural. Like | 


had to consider the oxygen before inhaling it. | looked at the crack pipe. There was no rock left to smoke. 


What else did | have to numb shit with? What | really wanted to do was tie a chord around my arm and find a 


vein. But | didn't use smack anymore. So | settled for vodka. 

RK 

Stones. Pebbles. Someone was hauling them at the window. 

| held the bottle in my lap. It was 34 empty. The angel dust | found in a pick box had done its job in keeping me 
dissociated. Hadn't done PCP in a while. It can change the way you see reality. You can have hallucinations and 
see and hear things that aren't there. The way you experience time may also change. It speeds shit up and 
slows it down 

Another stone hit the window. 

| closed my eyes. 

Someone was yelling. | dragged myself off the couch and staggered to the window. Time contracted and 
expanded before my eyes. Like there was a time machine in my retinas. | opened the curtains and winced. The 
sun. | opened the window. 

"Izzy! Open the goddamn door!" 

| rubbed my eyes. 


Sixx. 


eR 


"Talk?" 

"No." 

Nikki sat on the other side of the room. He flipped open a magazine. This was a dynamic that only someone 
with our experience with drugs would be able to understand. In I5 seconds he established what | had taken and 
what | needed from him at that moment. And that was to make sure | didn't take anything else, and to shut 
the fuck up. 

x 

A hand stroked my hair. "lz" 

"Mm." 


"Drirk” 


Nikki held me up as | drank water. Must have fallen asleep. | sat up slowly and adjusted my vision My head 
was spinning but apart from that | felt okay. 


"How long?" 

"Couple of hours." 

| looked at Nikki. "Hey man 

"Hey pal," he smiled. "You back?" 

"Yeah," | sipped water. "Tommy tell you about my little visit?" 
He chuckled. "Oh yeah." 

"You mad?" 

"Nah." 


He pulled me to him. | don't usually do hugs. But at that moment | really needed one. | closed my eyes and 
savoured his warmth. | felt like crying. But that was something else | didn't do. Except when ‘Appetite for 


Destruction’ topped the American Billboard chart and was certified Platinum. | cried like a girl for two days. 
"Talk?" 

| shrugged in his arms and withdrew. "Facts." 

"Go for it" 

"Duff left me." 

Then | remembered that Nikki didn't know about our relationship either. 

| sighed. "Yeah. So Duff and |..since ‘88. | fucked up." 


"Okay," he nodded. If he was hurt, he didn't show it. Bless him. "Judging by your little meltdown, | take it you 


guys were serious?" 

"Got serious recently. Think | was in denial for a long time." 

His eyes widened. "You? In denial about shit?" 

"Fuck you." 

He grinned. 

“There's more." 

"Wait, this calls for a smoke," he fired two up and gave me one. "Hit me." 
"You talk to Het recently?" 

"Nope. Not since before the tour. How is our zombie?" 


"Better," | exhaled smoke. "But that's a whole other conversation. Basically, I've been supplying Lars. Speed. Coke. 


Occasional meth. James doesn't know. Lars has a problem. Insert obvious death threat here." 
"Yikes." 
"There's more." 


"Uh oh. Can | take it?" 


"If you can take Tommy, you can take anything.” 


He laughed. "Go on" 

"That day | ran into Tommy?" 
ee 

"We went to see Mustaine" 


The look on his face was priceless. | wasn't sure what he found weirder, the idea of me going anywhere with 


Tommy, or hanging out with Mustaine. 


"We've been hanging out. James doesn't know. Oh, he also didn't know about me and Duff until Axl accidently 
told him yesterday. Then again, neither did you." 


"What the fuck do you see in him?" 
"Might | remind you that Tommy, another person you respect, also digs him?" 
"He's a dickhead. You and Tom should have your heads examined." 


"Dude, whatever. So I'm not having the best day. Gotta clear out before Duff gets back. Will you help me with 
the equipment? Can barely lift myself, let along an amp." 


"Sure, whatever you need" 

"Thank you," | closed my eyes and heaved a sigh. "Nikki?" 
"Sup bro?" 

"How the hell did you navigate this minefield with Tommy?" 
"Well, it's different for us" 

"How so?" 

"We're not in love, Izzy. Never have been" 

"Really?" 


He shrugged. "Yeah. | mean, | love Tommy to bits. I'll always wanna fuck him, because look at him. Right? 
Smoking hot. Just the thought gives me wood." 


| grimaced. "Spare me the details, man." 
He grinned. "But in love with Tommy? Fuck, no. | don't even love my wife that much." 
"How romantic. And how is your pregnant wife?" 


"Brandis awesome. Can't believe l'm gonna be a dad soon. It's called being practical, Izzy. Why would | want that 


shit? Look at what it's doing to you." 
"Can't argue with that," | said wistfully. "Maybe | should call Rebecca" 


"And break her heart again? Please don't. Jesus, lz. Just find something simple and straightforward to distract 
you. Want me to hook you up?" 


"No thank you, Nikki. | can find my own women 


"| don't doubt that. Um, Izzy?" 


"Yes?" 
"You and Duff." 
"Yeah," | sighed. 


"He the only guy you've been with?" 
Yep" 

"And?" 

"And what? Am | gay now?" 


"Please. Don't forget who you're talking to," he chuckled. "But your present situation notwithstanding, guys are 
usually more straightforward than chicks. Just sayin” 


"So this is where you tell me I'm better off hooking up with a guy." 
"Pretty much." 
"Please tell me you're not offering yourself” 


"Don't be disgusting. No, fucker. Someone who isn’t your close buddy. Do you know anyone else who interests 
you enough to consider it?" 


| smiled wickedly. "I could tell you, Nikki. But | risk giving you a heart attack." 

He narrowed his eyes. "Oh, fuck mel Please tell me you don't mean that douchebag." 

"But he makes me laugh. And then there's the hair." 

Nikki shook his head. "You have got to be kidding me. You want Mustaine?" 

| shrugged. "| want Duff. But I'm not gonna let him kill me." 

"You know who wil kill you if you end up hooking up with his archenemy?" 

"What am | gonna do, Nikki? Tell me. I'll do anything you say." 

"Good. First off, call Het. Tell him everything. Yeah, he'll be pissed about the drugs and not telling him about 
Duff, but he'll get over it. The shit with Mustaine is trickier but the sooner he knows, the better. Then do 
something nice for Duff. Surprise him. Show him that you care and that you don't wanna end things." 

"How do | fucking do that? Buy him jewellery or something?" 

"Well, have you ever done anything like that before?" 

"For Duff? Come on! We're dudes." 

"Don't be a sexist pig. He's covered in the shit. Just like you." 

Buy Duff jewellery. Fuck me. 

"ll think about it" 

Nikki stretched out on the futon and smiled. 

EK 

"Call James for me, will ya?" 

"Hello. How are you? How's the headache?" 


"Fuck off, Axl. Just call him." 


"What the hell is your problem? Duff said you had a migraine." 


"There ain't enough time in the goddamn universe for me to tell you what my problem is with you. But I'll deal 


with you some other time. Now please with a motherfucking cherry on top. Is James there? Its important! 
"They just got here," Axl sighed. "Wait, I'l get him. But this shit ain't over. 
"Got that right” 

| had to get this shit out of the way ASAP. There was no other alternative. 
"Hi 

Hey’ 

"Do | know you?" 

"James, look lm working through a lot of shit at the moment 

"| thought that's what friends were for, to help each other work through shit!" 
| heaved the millionth sigh that day. "I know you know. About Duff" 

"Hmm. Why arent you here?" 

"What?" 

"| asked you a simple question, Izzy. Why aren't you here?" 

"Because Duff ended it today and | had a little meltdown’ 
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"Plus, I've been avoiding you. l'm partially responsible for the situation with Lars. Been supplying him with coke 
and speed for months now. But | stopped" 


He took a moment. "Well, Izzy. What can | say? I'm not fucking happy. But that explains shit. We'll talk about it 


some other time. Anything else?" 
"Been hanging out with..with.." God, | couldn't do it. 
"With who?" 


"Sixx. He's helping me move out of Duff's.” 


‘Izzy, | don't get it. Why couldn't you speak to me about all this?" 
"Because | was afraid that you'd..| don't know, man. Blow a fuse." 
"Jesus fucking Christ. Not you too." 

"What?" 

"You're scared of me." 

"No. Just don't wanna fight about shit" 

"So avoiding me is the solution?" 

‘Its a temporary one. I'm sorry." 


"Whatever. Look, Izzy, just get your ass over here. We're about to kick shit off. But if you want, we can wait 
until you get here." 


"Okay. MI be there in forty" 

"Cool, Seeya" 

"Could you put Slash on?" 

Yep" 

God, | felt like the biggest coward alive. But at least | got some shit out 
"2?" 

"Slash. What were you guys planning to start with?" 

"Don't Cry’. But it's your sorg so we'll wait" 


"No. Listen up, I'll be there soon but | don't want a fucking circus around that song. Especially with Duff there. 
Just start without me." 


"You and Duff have a fight?" 
"Uh huh." 


"Yeah, he looks bummed. Okay, we'll start with ‘Don't Cry’. Izzy?" 


Mm?" 
"Please don't be so hard on Axl. You know he has a problem with boundaries." 

| rolled my eyes. "Okay." 

"Seeya soon then?" 

"Yeah. Oh, and Slash. Sorry. I've been a dickhead lately." 

"Yes you have motherfucker. But we're good" 

| smiled. 

EK 

As | drove to Conway Recording Studios, something occurred to me. This shit with Duff. My inability to 
commit. To express my feelings. Maybe deep down | didn't believe that Duff loved me because | couldn't find 
anything to love about myself? 

Paul on the road to fucking Damascus. 

As | climbed the stairs to Studio #2, the biggest plushest studio in Hollywood, | braced myself for the knife. | 
could already feel it twisting inside in my gut. Ripping me open. | opened the door and a symphony of cheers 
and whoops greeted me. 

‘Izzy lives! Kirk beamed at me. 

"Sup Hammett?" 

"Happy days, man. We just listened to ‘Don't Cry" 

| was blown away, lz. Words fail me," Jason tapped my back. 


"Shit hot dude! Well done," Lars grinned. 


| smiled back. "Thanks guys. Can't take full credit for it though," | looked in the general direction of my 
bandmates. "They wielded their magic with it" 


Slash winked. Axl smiled. Duff fiddled with the controls. 


The knife breached flesh. 


James pulled me away to the kitchenette. We stared at each other for a moment. He crossed his arms and 
raised a brow. | shook my head. We talked about stuff. We hugged. | was getting a lot of them today and felt 
grateful. But | was still too chicken shit to tell him about Mustaine, though. I'd have to cross the Rubicon some 
other day. 


"Guys," it was Duff. "You ready for the next round of battle of the bands? Though I'd give up if | were you, 
Het. You haven't got a chance in hell topping ‘Don't Cry’." 


That dry chuckle. "Yeah? We'll see about that." 
He wasn't very subtle about shooting out of the room fast enough to allow Duff and | a moment alone. Duff 


leaned against the doorframe. | looked at my boots. Something blurred my vision. Something wet. | choked back 


a sob. 

Duff was silent. 

| looked at him. "Duff," | didn't recognize my own voice. "One more chance. Just," | sucked in air. "Give me one 
more chance to make things right between us. No more hiding. No more he-man bravado. No more bullshit. 
Just us. Please" 

He wiped a tear and looked at the sink. "Okay. But | have conditions." 


"Anything." 


"You're not moving back in. At least not for a while. We can see other people, but only after we have discussed 


it with each other first" 

"That's fair. Anything else?" 

"Yeah. Stop giving Axl a hard time." 

"Im giving him a hard time?" 

"Yes. | know he's difficult and you have a complicated history. But Izzy, he didn't force you to do anything. 
Yeah, he manipulated you. So what? You're both adults. Stop acting like he's the psycho and you're the victim. 


I's really messing with his head." 


‘Oh it's messing with Ais head is it? That's fucking rich!" | shook my head. "What the fuck does this have to so 
with our relationship, Duff? Huh?" 


"ll tell you what. Its about you taking responsibility for your goddamn actions. Do you think you can do that, 
Izzy? Can you start taking responsibility?" 


| swallowed hard. Fucker had a point. "Fine." 

"Yog?" 

"Yog" 

"Good. Now come here and kiss me you fucking hippie." 

"Fucking punk." 

We smiled at each other for seconds, centuries. 

Who knew? Time tapered into space. 
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Kirk inserted the tape and pressed play. 

‘It's called ‘Never Never Land’. Lamentably," he rolled his eyes. 

Lars scoffed. "And your fucking alternative was ‘The Sandman! Blows even more." 

"Shut up!" Jason snapped. 

DIN, DUN DUN DUN DUN, DIN DUN, DUN DUN DUN DUN. 

Soft guitar wail. Jason's bass. Kirk chugging. James echoing. Lars rising. Ascending. CRASH! Oh, God Wall of 
sound. That voice. Fuck me. Skyscraper falling on my head. Thumping me senselessly. Again. And again. And again 
EEEEEEXIMMIT LIIIGHT! Monster groove. Killer riffs. Mammoth proportions. Holy shit. Fuck you, Metallica 

Slash and | exchanged dazed looks. This was why we picked up guitars as teenagers, right here, booming out of 
the loudspeakers. That's the power of music. It shakes you up and strips you bear. It takes away the pain. It 


gives you release. It lifts you up to the gods. It is the blood of the soul into which thoughts run and out of 
which they grow. 


Dark Room 


San Francisco 


November 1990 


Few people have the imagination for reality. Im not sure what | mean by that exactly. But let's explore it 
together. Just bear with me. | have the headache from hades. It's all that shouting. Lars and Kirk Constant 
fucking bickering. Jason tends to melt into the shadows when this happens. | think its a throwback to the early 
days when we used to blame him for everything. | tend to daydream. Trees. Rivers. Rocks. Caves. Me. 


Neanderthal. 
We've been through that. 


Contrary to what you might think, | hate arguing. Oh, | don't mind violence. Like actual bloodshed. I'm down with 
that. It's the cacophony of white noise that carries with arguing that relieves me of my senses. Kirk and Lars 


have been doing a lot of that recently. Nothing serious. Nothing that a fatal blow to the head can't cure. 


| have been reading Jung and Huxley recently. Izzy got me into The Doors of Perception and l'll admit, that shit 
made a lot more sense after my peyote experience. But the truth is that we have been using Jungian dark 
room dynamics to solve problems within the band for over a year now. Our manager suggested we give it a 


try. It works. 


Basically, the four of us agree to spend a certain period of time in complete darkness. No light, no music, no 
external stimuli of any kind Psychologists have been using sensory deprivation for decades to delve into the 
human psyche and tease out warring forces. It encourages contemplation that is meant to leave you healthier 
and happier. The theory is that removing yourself from all external stimulation allows your mind to suddenly 


dial down, resulting in heightened awareness and clarity. 


You can imagine how our first dark room experience went. Nervous laughter, fooling around, not taking shit 
seriously. We were on the cusp of giving up. But thirty minutes in, something happened. The energy shifted. We 
became quiet. Not being able to see each other's faces meant that the usual bullshit and bravado were 
unnecessary. There is no point in putting on a show for someone who can't see you. We talked about stuff. | 
learned new things about my bandmates. That Kirk is more sensitive than | thought. That Jason is crazy 
intelligent. That Lars was still grappling with giving Mustaine the sack. That they were in touch. There is 
something about the cold light of day that makes you intolerant. There is something about darkness that 


makes you receptive. We have been using the dark room as our band therapy of choice ever since. 


We were |5 minutes into our latest sesh. It had been three months since the last one. We were at my house 
and it was late, although we had taken measures to block out any light. So far no one had felt like saying 
anything. | was lying on the carpet dying for a cigarette. But that was against the rules. So | gazed into the 
void. My eyes were closed. But when you're in a dark room it makes no difference whether your eyes are open 


or not. | dug down deep and found a new level of suck | didn't know | had in me. 


"Lyrics," Kirk broke the silence. 

"What about them?" | asked. 

"Digging ‘em." 

We laughed. 

"You can do better," Lars said quietly. 


| frowned. Remembering that my usual responses don't work in a dark room, | tried to think of a way to 


articulate what | felt. "Um, okay. Not sure how to take that" 

"Your style is changing. Less with the ‘GRRR' and more with the ‘HMMM: 

"So what are you saying, Lars? That | should | go back to ‘GRRR‘?" 

‘I'm saying that you changed the rules with ‘The Unforgiven’. You've upped the ante. Don't misunderstand, 
James. | love where our music is going thematically. But Metallica is changing, guys. We are seriously changing 
Get ready for the backlash. 

"Always with the fucking doom, Lars. Change is necessary.’ 

"Yes, Kirk, but we need to be accountable for that change." 


"And we're not?" 


"| would feel more comfortable if we discussed this shit more often instead of just letting it roll over our 


heads like a fucking tidal wave." 


"I agree," Jason sounded a million miles away. "We need to start happening to shit instead of shit just happening 
to us. | think we've become complacent." 


"Okaaay," Kirk expressed the way | felt. 
"James." 

"Yep" 

"You're pissed." 


"Yep. Complacent? Accountable? What the fuck are you guys talking about? We're a band not the fucking 


government. We're evolving, It's a natural process that showcases growth and ingenuity. l'm sorry if my lyrics 


are disappointing you, Lars-" 

"| didn't say they were disappointing me." 

"No, you just said that James could do better, or some shit like that.” 

"You both misunderstood. Sorry, maybe | didn't explain myself very well." 

"Try again, then" 

"Growth and change are not the same thing-" 

"Semantics, dude!" 

"Kirk, shut up. Just let me fucking explain." 

"Whatever." 

Curls tickled my forearm. Jason must have shifted closer to me. 

"Okay, James. Your lyrics are getting deeper and more incredible all the time. | can't tell you what they do to 
me. They inspire me both as your creative partner and also in general, they make me think. They challenge my 
perceptions." 

"Thank you." 

"What | meant by doing better was that you keep showing me these amazing lyrics that are ‘not ready’ or ‘too 
personal. You're spearheading the thematic process here. It's got to come from you because you're our main 
lyricist. But you're giving mixed messages. You're being inconsistent. Also, and | speak only for myself, it 
offends me when you shelve this stuff and refuse to talk about it because you're effectively shutting me 


out." 


"That's one hell of a responsibility you've given me, Lars. Spearheading the thematic process. Do you realize 


the pressure that puts me under?" 
"Yeah yeah. You're one dead dog away from a country song.” 


‘I'm with Lars," Jason chuckled. "It's like the other day when we ran into each other at One On One, you were 
playing this amazing song but as soon as you realized | was there you bolted up. It's like there are two 
Metallicas. The real one that you are liable to and the imaginary Metallica in your head. | wanna see more of 


the one in your head." 


| gave his hair a tug. | could almost feel him smile. | twisted my fingers around a lock of curls and pulled 
gently, alternating fingers. It reminded me of playing a scale. His breathing deepened. That's another thing about 
the dark room. Lose your vision and other senses are heightened. It felt good, playing with Jason's hair. It 
relaxed me. 


"Okay," | finally said. "Ill think about what you guys are saying.’ 


"Just remember that there are three other people in Metallica," Jason murmured. "And some of us want to 


get closer to you. To the creative process, | mean" 

Hmmmm. 

EK 

Darkness. The light it sheds is often staggering, isn't it? 

It transforms man into his metaphor. It projects primal needs and instincts onto dreams. These were key 
elements in my imaginings. Two Metallicas. Jesus, my headache was getting worse. The thin veil between the 
transformation of reality and what could not rationally be true underpinned everything. But Jason could not be 
telling me what | thought he was. Could he? The real question was how | felt about it. 

"Guys," | whispered. | had a suspicion they had fallen asleep. 

"Mm?" Lars stirred. 

Kirk snored. 

“Enter Sandman" 

"That works," Lars yawned. 


"| like it," Jason sounded wide awake. 


| shifted onto my side and whispered to him. "That song you heard me play, in the studio. Think I'm ready to 
share it with you." 


"Yeah? Cool, let's jam. Lars, you in?" 
"Mmmm." 
We felt our way to the door. | left the hall light on but it was on the other side of the house. The place was 


still and dark. We walked down a corridor and a flight of steps to the basement. It doubled as a rehearsal room 
and had most of my equipment. 


Jason yawned. "What time is it?" 

| looked at my watch. "lam. Wanna sleep?" 
"Nah, let's do this. Sleep is for wimps." 

| grabbed my electro-acoustic from the stand. 


We played and Jason added an awesome bass hook to ‘Of Wolf And Man’. We were unplugged. The late hour 
dictated that, but | also think we didn't want to risk rousing Lars and Kirk. We relished the time alone. Before 
long, our drowsiness got the better of us and we sprawled on the couch. The ease and spontaneity in which we 
draped over each other would have made me laugh-or flinch-were it not for the late hour and the fact that 
my headache was still driving a wrench into my skull. I'd taken painkillers. But the most effective painkiller 


proved to be Jason's fingers massaging my head. 
We were dog tired. It was dark. There was a couch. It happened. 
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Hetfield is an ancient Germanic name. You can trace it back to Anglo-Saxon England and there are still places 
out there called Heathfield and Hatfield, where my ancestors are from. Habitation names were pretty standard 
in those days. Family names derived from pre-existing names for villages, parishes and farmsteads. | like the 
idea of being of old English stock. Always felt a connection to medieval England. Tartan lancers and knights of 
the round table. Pretty neat stuff. | dreamed of plush green valleys. | dreamed of runes carved into great 


standing stones. Veiled imageries of magic. 


Then | woke up. Jason was stretched over me, fast asleep. | looked around, it was almost pitch black save for 


the digital display on the stereo and VCR. 
| closed my eyes. 


The concept of sacrifice and immersion in a magical, transformative reality where fates and fortunes are 
changed, are key themes in Germanic lore. My lore. The message of a sacrificial act preceding metamorphosis, 
is hard to miss. But why was | wide awake at 3am thinking about sacrifice? Representations of desire are linked 
to wish-fulfilment, the satisfaction of a desire through involuntary thought processes. The whole fucking night 
felt like an involuntary thought process. | was dying to wake Jason up and talk to him about all this. What were 
we doing here exactly? What was going on? 


But the shadow self in me didn't want to talk. It wanted to fouch 


| ran my fingers through Jason's hair and stroked him gently. | didn't want to wake him exactly. | just didn't 


want to be alone with my thoughts. They were driving me crazy. 


| almost fell asleep again, when something shifted. Jason's breathing. It wasn't the steady, monotonous drone of 
slumber anymore. His hand reached up and touched my face. He stroked my jaw and neck with tentative 
fingers. | closed my eyes and breathed. My hands reached under his shirt and smoothed over his muscles. The 
spell of the sensuous. It's intoxicating. His fingers brushed over my lips and sought entry. | relinquished. A sigh 
broke the silence as | sucked his finger and shifted beneath him. | pressed my thigh between his legs and pulled 
his shirt over his head. Guess it was too late to pretend this wasn't happening. | grabbed his ass and pressed 
him to me. God, the friction felt incredible. He shifted slightly and removed my shirt. My skin soared under his 
own. We remained like that for a good few moments, savouring the scent and warmth of bare flesh. His hand 
smoothed down my chest and unzipped my jeans. | cupped his chin before pulling him under me and giving him 


a scorching kiss. 

Somebody put me in a straitjacket. 

The kiss. 

It was deep, wet, lingering, possessing. It was madness maddened. 

| pinned his wrists over him with one hand and unzipped his jeans with the other. Fucker had the audacity to 
protest. A tug of war ensued. We laughed, it was getting silly. We were getting harder. We stretched out on 
our sides and took a moment. 

"James?" 

"Hm?" 

"Promise me you won't be mad tomorrow." 

| kissed him softly. It was meant to be reassuring, but he deepened our kiss and reached into my jeans. He 
pulled me out and started to stroke. | moaned into his mouth and sucked in his tongue. Then | withdrew and 
tried to think clearly. 

"Don't worry, Jason" 


"We don't have to tell Lars." 


Begrudgingly, | moved his hand away. "Jason, that's not how | do things. | can't not tell Lars," | ran my fingers 
through his hair. 


"Really?" he sounded alarmed. 


| chuckled. "Don't worry. He won't mind. We're not possessive of each other," | grabbed his cock and gave him a 


couple of lazy pumps. "But he needs to know.’ 


"| respect that." 

"Jason," | pumped him harder now. "Have you ever done anything like this before?" 

He moaned. "Um, no." 

| smiled. Good | liked the idea of being Jason's first guy. 

Keeping shit in the band. Hell, I'd only ever done Lars and Cliff. That made me laugh. 

"W..what's funny?" he swallowed. 

| pulled him onto his back and climbed on top of him. "Nothing. Now shut up." 

| kissed a trail down his chest and stomach and took him into my mouth. His response almost pushed me over 
the edge. | really wanted to take my time with him, especially given the momentous occasion of this being his 
first time with another guy. With me. But | couldn't help myself. To be fair, Jason wasn't going to last much 
longer anyway. | sucked him good and hard until he writhed under my tender ministrations. 


"James..oh god," he shot his load down my throat. 


| stroked his stomach while he came down from the crest he was riding. After a time, he shifted onto his side 
and found my dick again. | was rock hard in his hand. 


"Shall |, um..." 


| wanted to be kind and chart out the territory for him, but a part of me really enjoyed his first-time jitters 


and awkwardness. He was utterly delicious. 
"Yes?" | grinned, though he couldn't see it 
"Shall |, can |." 

"Do you want to suck my dick, Jason?" 
"Yeah" 

"How much?" 

"So much | can already taste you. 


"Good," | shoved him down with very little ceremony. 


He licked the head like an ice cream cone and | moaned and laughed at the same time. Didn't even know that 


was possible. Fuck, it felt good. 

"Yeah, Jason. Fuck yeah. Just like that." 

So now | had two bandmates who could do this for me. Happy days. 

"Are you sure you haven't done this before?" | arched into him. 

"Yup. Good?" 

The low moans | was producing told him everything he needed to know. | got a little too excited and indelicate in 
my responses however and his gag reflex reminded me that Jason wasn't quite ready for me to fuck his head 
with the usual verve | am used to. 


"Sorry," | breathed and stopped thrusting into his mouth. 


He sucked me harder and | white-knuckled the couch. He held the base of my shaft with his hand and licked 
my balls before taking me back into his mouth. Oh Lord, that was it. 


White. Flash. Blinding. Light. Explosion. Coming. Haaard Haaaaaarder. 
"Fuck..well done," | sucked in air. 

He laughed. "Well done. Fuck you." 

| chuckled and he lay on top of me. 


| pulled the blanket on the headrest over us and dug my fingers into his hair. We didn't say anything more to 
each other after that. There was no need. 


| didn't know what the future would bring. Or how | felt about things. Except that my bandmates felt that | 
was two-timing them with another Metallica. | had no idea how to reconcile that. Maybe | had too much 


imagination for reality. 

With Jason in my arms, | had wonderful dreams. 

| walked through beautiful sunlit woods with swirling scented foliage. | dreamed of Metallica. Of the boy | no 
longer was. Of innocence lost. Of wisdom gained. | dreamed of powdered resins and ancient rooms. | was spirit 


and lust. | was all my ancestors. 


| was the he-wolf of the steppes. 


K‘pow! 


West Hollywood 
November 1990 


There is immense pleasure in watching Dave Mustaine. Think of admiring a work of art that has been created 
for your own pleasure in a world of things that don't seem to apply to you. His dulcet tones. Those marvellous 
eyes. That heavy cascade of auburn hair. Imagine him fipping that hair. 

"And just like that, | was gone. No warning. No second chance. No redemption" 

| gazed at him through star-spangled eyes. "Yeah. That's tough, man" 

Who needs drugs when you have Mustaine? 

"The end result often eclipses the reality of how shit happens. Izzy?" 

"Screw Metallica! Wanna smoke? | have some awesome Afghan pot." 

"Not really into that anymore. But, hm, if its really that awesome." 

"The best, Dave. Trust me." 

"Wouldn't trust you with a Pop-Tart, Iz" 

Duff swaggered in wearing a black CBGB shirt and jeans so tight | could cry. 


"Hey dude," he smiled at Mustaine. "| see that Izzy has brought out the big guns." 


We exchanged knowing grins. Duff knew me too well to take a stab at pretence here. | loved that | didn't even 
have to try. | was a reprobate and Duff was fine with it. 


"Yes, Duff. I's conducive to all kinds of things’ 

Mustaine chuckled “I'm getting the impression that Izzy wants me stoned” 
"Izzy? Using drugs to manipulate people?" 

| gave Duff a kick "Now, now Duffy. Dorit scare the guy 


He glared at me. "Izzy, l'm fucking serious. Don't call me that" 


"He's a touchy fucker, isn't he?" | grinned at Mustaine. He laughed. 
"So how is Axl these days? Haven't seen him since the tour last year." 


"Still the lunatic you know and love," | licked the rizla "We've been having some issues lately but Duff and Slash 
have forced us into therapy. Guns N' Roses style therapy.” 


"Yeah?" he laughed. "Tell me about it. God knows Megadeth could do with some." 

"Oh man, that reminds me of the dark room technique that Metallica are using." 

| gave Duff a look and he rolled his eyes. | asked him not to mention the M word while Mustaine was here, but 
funnily enough he seemed more comfortable talking about Metallica than | thought. He didn't know that James 
and | were close friends, though. 

"Yes | heard that," he nodded. "Seems a little weird though." 


"The Doors used a dark room too," Duff took a swig of vodka. 


"Sure as fuck aint something we're ever gonna try," | chuckled. "Can you imagine us using a dark room, Duff? 


Oh man, we should do it for recreational purposes” 
Duff grinned. "Bet Slash would be into that” 

"We'd just end up making out with each other. You know its true” 
We both laughed. Mustaine raised a brow. We stopped. 


"Here," | handed him the joint. "Dave, would it be too weird if we played ‘Rust In Peace’? It's like my favorite 
album these days. But if it's Too weird, that's cool." 


He smiled shyly. Wowza. Mustaine showing humility. "Go for it” 
"Awesome," Duff jumped up to put it on. The CD was already in the stereo. 


He loved the album even more than | did. Truthfully, thrash metal wasn't my thing. I'm a blues man. Heavy 
psych. Hard rock. Some punk that filtered through by way of osmosis from Duff. But | was so enamoured with 
all things Mustaine that | listened to a lot of Megadeth. I'll admit, Hangar 18 from 03.07 onwards is my idea of 
heaven. The guitar work is incredible. Mustaine is a virtuoso. Friedman isn't so bad either, but you can tease 


out Mustaine's monster solos a mile away. He has the Midas touch. 


But the thing that surprised me most about Mustaine over the couple of weeks we had been hanging out 


together, was how mellow he was. It was something of a blunt contrast to his sneering vocals and notorious 


temper. Kind of like Axl, actually. Another flame-haired Adonis who was nothing like you would expect him to be 
off stage. 


We smoked in silence while Duff and | exchanged silly smiles. Mustaine's posture sagged a little and he regarded 
me with wild hazel eyes that shot arrows at my crotch. It wasn't love. It was lust. But you know what really 
turned me on? The fact that Duff was there and totally aware of what was going down. 

"How's the weed working out for you?" he asked Mustaine. 

"This," he licked his lips. "Is heavy-duty shit. I'm flying through the rings of Saturn." 


"Awesome," | was pretty stoned too. 


"Right," Duff got up. "I'm gonna leave you kids alone. Have fun. Oh, and Izzy, remember our little chat the other 
day. l'm cool, but | wanna know before it happens.” 


"Wait, Duffy. Duff! So you want me to come tell you before it happens?" 


"No Izzy. | don't want you to come fell me. It's the other way round. Think you can manage that?" he grinned 
and took another swig of vodka. 


"What in God's name are you two fuckers talking about?" 

"Ignorance is bliss, man. Trust me. Going shopping." 

"We're out of vodka As usual. Adios amante," | saluted him. 

"Ten cuidado, la madre que te parió!" 

| cracked up. 

"You guys speak Spanish?" 

"Street Spanish," | shrugged. "Enough to deal with the Surefios.” 

His jaw dropped. "Stradlin you are fucking kidding me." 

"Why? You didn't know?" 

"That you're involved with the fucking Mexican mob? Um, no. | didnt" 


"No biggy, man. It's not like I'm a gang member." 


"So it's the Surefios who've been hooking you up all these years, huh? Hell, Izzy. You're more badass than | 


thought." 

| smiled at that. "You sound impressed." 
"Kind of am. Fuck me," he shook his head. 
My smile widened. 

Give me time. 
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Okay then, shit needs explaining. | still wasn't sure whether | wanted to have sex with Mustaine. You know, 
there's a bit of a difference between feeling attracted to someone and putting their dick in your mouth. So far 
my fantasies were pretty tame. | wanted to hang out, play music. Jam. Drink Get high. Pretty innocent stuff. 
(If you're me.) Yeah, | also wanted to bury myself in that hair. Maybe give him a handjob. (Both kinds.) But | 
couldn't stomach the idea of kissing or blowing him. Or having him touch me in any way for that matter. You 
know how | am with that stuff. l'm all over Duff and can't get enough of his touch because l'm head over heels 
with that fucker and would gladly live in his mouth 24/7. But another dude? Um, no. | wasn't ready for that. 
And more to the point, | hadn't the faintest idea how he would react to my overtures. 


Nothing would surprise me, though. If you told me that he and David Ellefson were in a relationship all these 
years and there's a fucking club devoted to writing ‘Dave and Jurior' love stories, | would believe it. Hell, I'd 


want to read that shit. 


We were on our second joint and | was sitting next to him. We were listening to May Blitz's ‘Smoking The Day 


Away' and | couldn't feel more smug if | tried. 

"Not my usual style, Iz. But | have to admit, its pretty darn cool." 
"So | have a question” 

"Mmm?" 

Oh God, he twisted a curl around his index finger. 

"Your hair, man. May | touch it? Play with it?" 

He smiled provocatively. "Yes you may." 


Just two dudes messing with each other's hair. Deep breath, Izzy. Atta boy. | felt like Adam in that fresco 
painting by Michelangelo as he reaches out to God. 


| swallowed hard. | reached out. God smiled. 
The doorbell rang. 
Shit. "Probably Duff forgetting his keys again" 


Actually, | was kind of grateful. Shit was getting out of hand. | was two seconds away from acting like a 


groupie. | sprang out of the lounge and went to answer the door. 
"Du" 

"Hey man!" James grinned at me. 

| slammed the door behind me and propped against it. "Duuuuude!" 
"Sup man?" 

"Look at that sun!" 

(It was raining) 

"Um," he scratched his moustache. "First rain of the season, lz" 
"Niagara!" 

"The rain?" 


My voice was a high-pitched squeal. "Niagara Falls! In my bathroom, man. The whole fucking place is like totally 
overflown with shit" 


James grimaced. "That's lovely, man" 
"Not with shit shit! Like, shit, you know. Shit!" 
"You okay buddy?" 


"Groovy," | fidgeted. "The handyman is here. Plumber. Fixing shit. So | can't let you in because it's a total war 


zone in there. Water and tools everywhere. It's like, k'pow!" 
"Are you high?" 


"Yes." 


"What have you taken?" 

"Yes. It's everywhere, man. K'pow!" | bounced from leg to leg. 
"Do you need to piss?" 

"The toilet is clogged!" 


"Right," James narrowed his eyes. "You're acting nuttier than usual, Izzy. Do you want me to come in and talk 
to the plumber?" 


"No! | trust him! He's my neighbor!" 


"Well bro, | wanted to talk to you about something. But you're obviously, um, preoccupied here so call me when 
this latest drama is over." 


"Groovy, man" 

"Yeah. Seeya fruit loop." 

"Bye, James. Thanks so much for coming. I'll seeya real soon 

He turned to leave. "Check out that Mustang!" 

"Mustaine?? Where??" 

"No dipshit. The Mustang that's parked in your driveway?" 

"Oh yeah! It belongs to Mustang. Duff. It belongs to Duff" 

‘| see. Is he here? Good, because | don't feel right about leaving you alone right now." 
| waved my hand. "Don't you worry baby. I'm groovy." 

"Baby? Now I'm beginning to freak out, Izzy. What the fuck have you taken?" 
"Everything. K'pow!" 

James rubbed his jaw. "Right. Look, I'm gonna go, man." 


"Excellent!" 


| slammed the door behind me once again and caught my breath. 
Oh, God 
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My bandmates were in paroxysms of laughter. Axl fell over a Marshall stack and landed on a socket. Slash was 
in the throes of an epileptic fit. Duff was doubled over on a stool. 


"Oh fuck," he laughed. "So wait. Now | have a Mustang? You know, my birthday isn't too far away, Iz. | could 
totally do with one." 


| cradled my face. "I'm digging my own grave here, aren't |?" 


"Yep," Axl grinned. "Just tell him, man. But feel free to keep this shit up for a while longer because it's the 
best fucking comedy in town at the moment." 


"K:pow?" Slash doubled into a foetal position on the floor again 

"| dont know what came over me, dude. That shit just flew out" 
Matt walked in "Hey guys. What's so funny?" 

Slash and | immediately stopped laughing, 

Duff grinned at him. "Nothing, man. Just Izzy brightening our day 


Axl rubbed his hands. "Okay, fuckers. Break's over. ‘You Could Be Mine’ take one thousand. And if we have to do 


it again | swear to God the fucking signs are coming out." 
We exchanged smiles. 
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| tried to call James later that night but there was no answer. | tried One On One, no answer. That was 
strange. Like us, Metallica were pretty much chained to the studio these days. | was getting worried. Okay, | 
felt guilty as hell. | was lying to my close bud, and while it provided me and the others with ample 
entertainment | knew that | was walking a thin line. This shit had to end, one way or another. | called Nikki. 


"Hello?" 


"Hey." 


He laughed. "Dude, your ears must be burning." 

"Yeah?" 

"James is here. He told me about your plumbing situation" 
Something in the tone of his voice made it crystal clear that | wasn't fooling him. 
"Hmmm. So, does he suspect anything?" 

"No. You know James, he trusts his friends implicitly." 

"Ouch." 

"Exactly. | thought you were gonna tell him?" 

"| was." 

"So what happened? You had visions of Mustaine sucking your dick?" 
"Nikki, it's nothing like that. Really." 

"But in close proximity, huh?" 

"Yeah," | laughed. 

He didn't find it funny. 

"Dude, | have a suggestion Come over. I'll arbitrate." 

That wasn't a bad idea. “Okay. I'll be there in an hour." 

"Cool." 

"Maybe we can invite your neighbor over for drinks." 


“Again with the fumy, Izzy. | ain't laughing and neither will James if you keep being so flippant about it. Just 
get your ass over here and we'll sort this shit out once and for all." 


"You're right. Seeya soon 


"Bye." 


Guess it had to be done sooner or later. 

| plopped on the bed beside Duff. "Ah, shit." 

"Another plumbing emergency?" 

| chuckled and shook my head. "Duff." 

He tossed the letter he was reading and climbed on top of me. "At your service." 

| sighed. "Going to Nikki's. James is there. I'm going to confess. He's going to kill me." 

"K'pow!" 

We laughed and | pulled him down for a deep kiss. 

The moment of truth had arrived. Maybe | was fretting needlessly. Maybe James would prove, once again, that 
he was the apex of propriety and civility. If anyone could take news like that with balls and panache, it was 
James Hetfield. It had only been a couple of weeks, after all. Its not like | was Dave's bosom buddy. It's not like 
| was about to join Megadeth. | guess | was about to find out if James was the sort of person who could stay 


my friend in my hour of shame and indignity. Who could tolerate not knowing, not caring, not preaching and 


face with me the reality of my many weaknesses. 


The lazy Doppelganger 


One On One Recording Studios 
Los Angeles, November 1990 


From the thrusting up of the world's mountains to the weathering of water on rock, nature takes her time in 
affecting change of any import. But the ancient people of Pompeii would disagree with that. One morning they 
were hailing their gods upon crisp linen altars, and the next they were fucking hollow plaster casts. So maybe 
doom can be this fickle, arbitrary thing that catches you out of whack and changes the way the cookie 
crumbles. It seems to happen when you least expect it. | wasn't expecting to lose one of my best pals today. Or 


to find out that my band was in trouble. Or to break the illusion of equanimity that | had fleetingly enjoyed. 


"No way. If we layer the rhythm on Tues and Weds and do guitars on Thurs and Fri my voice is gonna be 


fried. | already told you that I'm not willing to do that anymore." 
"Not even cues?" Jason asked. 


"Not even cues. If I'm doing cues for four days in a row that's going to strain my vocal cords and affect my 


performance on Saturday, isn't it?" 


"You won't need to do it four days in a row," Lars said. "Kirk, do you think you can handle your parts without 
them?" 


"In ‘The Unforgiven’? Are you fucking serious? Why can't we just mix the rhythm in between guitars and 
vocals? That'll give James a break" 


"That's what | suggested to Bob as well, but he's insisting that we record all the instrumental parts before any 


overdubs or mixing." 
"Well fuck him!" 


"FY, boys," Bob's voice echoed in the studio. "I'm right here. If you have a problem, James, speak to me 
directly." 


"Consider this speaking to you directly. I'm not happy with this arrangement. | don't give a fuck what the 
projected outlays are for mixing shit in between parts. Either we do that or | have a day off between doing 
cues for rhythm and guitars. You decide, Bob." 


"Well, buddy, your record company gives a fuck. You're on a budget. True, a very generous budget. But you 
still can't afford to take time off every other day just because your voice is getting sore. Get some honey and 


lemon like every other goddamn singer I've worked with and stop wasting my time." 


| yanked the cable out of the ESP stack and it feedbacked. "Wanna say that to my face without a fucking [4mm 


wall between us?" 
"James," Lars sighed. 


"Who the fuck do you think you are?" | glowered at him. "Just remember that you're working for Metallica, 
fucker. Not the other way round" 


"Just remember that youre contracted to deliver the goods by Easter and you're two months behind schedule. 
You're being asked to provide cues, James, not sing your whole fucking repertoire before opening with Puccini 


at the Royal Albert Halll" 


"Dude," Kirk came up to me. "It's cool, | can do without the cues. They're essential for rhythm but | can do 
without. We'll fix anything | fuck up during the mixing." 


"Hell no, man. Why should you have to suffer just because Il Duce here is dictating the way we work? No 


fucking way are we messing with the guitars." 
‘I'm your producer, pal. It's my job to bust your ass." 
"One more word and I'll come in there and bust yours!" 


"Okay!" Lars held up his hand. "Bob, we're gonna need some time to brainstorm a solution here. Take the rest 


of the day off and we'll finish up with Randy. That okay?" 


Randy was our sound engineer. He and Bob exchanged a few quiet words in the control room before Bob 
pressed the talkback and faced us again 


"Sure. But make no mistake, you will fill These slots and record vocals next Saturday, James, or I'll have no 


option but to raise my concerns with your bosses at Elektra" 


Arms grabbed me from both sides as my face twisted into a snarl and | charged towards the control room. 


"OH YEAH? THAT A THREAT MOTHERFUCKER?" 
"Bro, calm down," Kirk held my head and pushed me away from the glass. 
"DO THAT AND DIE!" 


| was shoved out of the studio and into the lounge. Ironically, we managed to find a pretty easy solution to the 
problem. | would provide live cues for Lars because drums were the beating heart of every song and had to 


be immaculate. We would record the first cues | provided for Jason and use them in subsequent takes. 


Truthfully, | was being a spoilt brat. My bandmates knew it. Randy knew it. Bob knew it. But he was the only 


one with the balls to call me on it. | secretly respected him for that. The fact that Bob Rock was an incredible 
producer was almost beside the point at this stage. | provided endless cues on cue for every goddamn take in 
all our previous records. Maybe our success was getting to my head. Maybe | was feeling pissy. Definitely 


maybe. 


"Look," | scratched the back of my head irritably. "Ill do live cues from Tues to Thurs. Just give me Friday to 


rest my vocal cords, okay?" 
Jason shrugged. "That's fair, man." 


"You don't get it. Songs like ‘Nothing Else Matters’ and ‘The Unforgiven’ are new territory for me. All these 
harmonics, they're challenging my abilities. l'm expected to actually sing instead of fucking growl my way 
through a track. I'm freaking out." 


"We know," Lars smiled. "That's why we're putting up with your bullshit” 
| laughed at that. 
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But | wasn't laughing for long. 


Bob didn't wait until next Saturday to see whether I'd record my vocals as scheduled. The head of A€R at 
Elektra turned out to be his pal and Bob had a chat with him about my little outburst in the studio that 
morning. He called One On One just after noon to ask what was going on and why was | "pilfering company funds 


over fucking cues", as he put it. | was stunned. | was enraged. | was two shakes of a lamb's tail from taking my 


Marlin 336 and driving out to Bel Air to blow the fucker's brains out. 


"James," Lars rubbed my neck. "Please, leave it. Take a deep breath. | know it's a bitter pill and you're not used 
to being challenged like this. | know Bob's a tool. | wanna belt him myself sometimes, trust me. If he mixes down 
the snare drum one more time l'm gonna fucking bash his skull with it. But he knows what he's doing. He has 
the goods to back it up. So suck it up, okay? He's doing a good job here." 


| was Too angry to say anything. | sat in silence. 


Lars embraced me from behind and swept his palm over my chest. "James," he murmured. "What else can | do 


to relax you? Hm?" 
| turned around and pulled his hips to me, running my hands around his waist and under his shirt. He straddled 
me and we joined in a passionate kiss. Voices from the studio reminded us that we weren't alone. Not that Kirk 


and Jason hadn't walked in on us before, but there were other people there, including a fucking camera crew. 


To say nothing of my dad, who was eating tacos with Randy in the control room. 


Lars got up and stood against the table. He swept his hair away from his face and regarded me with half- 
hooded, heavy eyes. We were seconds away from locking the door and diving into each other like a pair of 
Olympian swimmers, but then | remembered a certain discussion that | simply could not postpone any longer. 
"Lars, there's something | need to tell you." 

"Can't it wait?" he snapped. 

Being horny made Lars irritable. He was the only person | knew who didn't take any pleasure whatsoever in 
being frisky unless it had a clear and preferably swift destination He had a very matter of fact and 


businesslike approach to these things, which was part and parcel of his methodical Scandinavian nature. 


"Nope," | closed the door and sat down again. "Wanted to talk to you about this yesterday but you were busy 
with Debbie." 


"Yeah. That was a total waste of a day," he crossed his arms. "What's up?" 


‘Something's happened," | met his gaze. "I'm not sure how | feel about it yet but you need to know what's going 
on. Jason and | had sex." 


Lars looked at me, face impenetrable. "When?" 
"It happened after the dark room sesh. You and Kirk were zonked out." 


"Just like that?" 


‘lm not sure. We were jamming. It was late. | had a headache and he massaged my head. We fell asleep on the 
couch. We woke up and, well, shit happened." 


"What shit exactly?" 

"We blew each other." 

Lars nodded and sat down. "Okay." 

| gave him a moment to consider things. 
"You okay?" | asked gently. 


He shrugged. "I'm not ecstatic, James. But I'm not totally surprised. Been expecting this since the day he joined. 


It was only a matter of time. So what happens now?" 


"That's up to us. You and me." 

Lars nodded and swivelled on the chair for a moment. "And if | say that | hate it?" 

"Then it won't happen again. Simple." 

"Right," he rolled his eyes. 

"What?" 

"Get real, James! Like I'm gonna come between you guys. Like I'm gonna be the party pooper who spoils your 
fun. My brain would explode from paranoia ls he thinking of me or Jason? Sure, he's sucking my dick, but is he 
fantasising about Jason?" 


"Got the message loud and clear, Lars. It won't happen again." 


"You're getting the wrong fucking message, then. Get it out of your system. You have my blessing, James. Go 
forth and plough Newsted." 


"No. Its hurting you." 
"James," he sighed and moved closer to me. "Look at me." 
| met his gaze. 


‘lm not hurt. Look, I'm not gonna lie to you, | don't like it. But I'm being practical here. You wanna fuck him? Be 
my guest. As long as it's just sex, | can live with it." 


"You sure?" 
"Yeah," he smoothed his hands over my thighs. "Just promise me something." 
"Anything." 


"The moment feelings start getting involved, you stop it. Because then it's not just my heart that is at risk of 
breaking. Don't let this fuck with the band, James." 


"Lars," | scoffed. "I'm not in love with Newsted, if that's what you're implying.” 
He leaned back. "It's not your feelings l'm worried about, you idiot” 


| raised my brow. 


"God, James, you really are a Neanderthal. Just be careful, okay? Don't lead him on. Be very fucking clear 
about what's happening here and then Jason can decide for himself whether he's willing to take the plunge or 


not.” 
‘Lars, you're overanalyzing shit." 


"Yeah? | don't think so. Just remember that between the two of us l'm a million times better at reading people, 


their emotions and what motivates them. He idolizes you.” 
"What!" 


"Like | said, fucker. Been waiting four years for this to happen. It's kind of vindicating actually, in a weird way. 
To have my instincts confirmed like this. Once a fan, always a fan. And | don't blame him. You don't realize the 


hold you have over people.” 

| stood up and took a couple of paces. "You're exaggerating, Lars. Just shut up." 
"Uncomfortable, huh?" 

| faced him. "Don't wanna talk about this anymore." 


"Good," he said with cold eyes and unzipped his jeans. "So now we can fuck. Or was there anything else you 
wanted to confess? You and Kirk are eloping? You and Izzy are fucking Siamese twins separated at birth? 


You're running for President? What?" 
| bridged the gap between us and seized his shoulders. "Fuck you," | grinned. 
The door locked. 


| really hope my pop didn't hear the noise Lars made when he came in my mouth a few minutes later. Or the 


racket | made when | fucked him hard over the table. 
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So | had an eventful start to the day. | left the studio not long after that and drove out to Izzy's Townhouse in 
West Hollywood. We needed to talk. | still felt weird about him supplying Lars all these months and not telling 
me. To say nothing of his relationship with Duff, which | still knew absolutely nothing about. | knew Izzy was 
secretive, but he needed to understand that if we were going to carry on being close friends he couldn't keep 
shit like that from me anymore. Besides, | missed him. We hadn't really hung out together alone since Joshua 
Tree. | was still tender about what happened with Bob and Elektra that morning and was even ready for Izzy to 
ply me with drugs. 


Nothing heavy. Some pot maybe. But when | arrived at Izzy's, it appeared that the fucker had already smoked 


a field of the stuff as well as taken a speedball and tabs of acid. | had never seen him acting so weirdly. He 
called me baby, for starters. The last guy who called me that got a black eye. Didn't even like women calling 
me that shit. 

"Baby? Now I'm beginning to freak out, Izzy. What the fuck have you taken?" 

"Everything. K'pow!" 

| rubbed my jaw. "Right. Look, I'm gonna go, man" 

"Excellent!" 


He slammed the door in my face. 


Okay then. | got in my Jag and drove around the Strip for a while before heading north to Malibu. Hadn't seen 
Nikki in a long time and | knew he'd be home. 


Nikki Sixx and | have a strange bond. One day I'll tell you about the night we met. It was bizarre. He is five 
years older but | have always treated him like a kid brother and felt fiercely protective of him. Not because 
he's fragile. That's just one ruse about Nikki. Ruse one of ten million Its been a party unravelling his many 
layers over the years. If | sound cynical, don't take it that way. It's just that every time | see that fucker 
something happens. Drama. Intrigue. The book of fucking Revelations. 

But | didn't count on the magnitude of drama and intrigue that would follow. 
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A breeze carried in the room like a ripple, and | saw a sparkling hawk hover a moment in the sky, then 


plummet towards the ground in a blur. 
"James. Please say something.” 

| pressed my nose against the cool window. 
"Give him a moment," Nikki said to Izzy. 


"Yeah," | said. "Give me a moment to figure out what l'm more pissed off about, lz. Because God knows l'm 


spoilt for choice here." 
"Whatever." 


| turned to face him. "What? You have the gall to be pissy?" 


"Yeah, actually. But let's not go there," he murmured. 
"No no, by all means," | gestured. "Let's go there." 


| sat on the armchair and looked at him. Izzy was sitting on the couch opposite me. Nikki was sprawled on a 


futon. Izzy fired up a rollup and met my gaze. 

"Sorry. | should have told you about Mustaine. | should have told you about supplying Lars. | should have told 
you about Duff. But let's not pretend that you share all your deepest darkest secrets with me, or anyone else 
for that matter. We still haven't talked about the shit that was haunting you all these months. | took you to 
the desert and gave you peyote. It has obviously helped. I'm glad, but I'm none the wiser for it" 


"So that's it? That's your retort?" | glared at him. "Sorry about being a goddamn liar, James, but you have 
issues too and that's that. That's fucked up, Izzy. Even for you." 


He smiled darkly. "Okay, James. Here's my retort. Oh, and you must excuse my broken English. I'm not the 
fucking poet laureate that you are. When have you ever spoken to me about your relationship with Lars?" 


"Well, I'm not sure. But at least you knew about it." 


"And you knew that | was shacked up with Duff until a week ago. | had my fucking mail delivered to his 


address. Including the pedals you sent me. Ever occur to you to ask?" 

"Would you have told me?" 

He shrugged. "We'll never know now, will we?" 

"Izzy," | sighed. 

"No, wait there. You wanted to go there, right? So let's continue this. About supplying Lars," he stretched up. 
"You have known from day one that | deal. | did it when | had $12 to my name and lived off saltines and | do it 
now when | have money pouring out of my ass. The only difference is that | don't solicit minors or pedal 
smack" 


"What a saint!" 


"Anyway," he blew out smoke. "The moment | realized Lars had a problem | stopped supplying him, through 


Slash. If he's amped up now its not my problem anymore." 
"Well, he is. But | don't think he's doing meth anymore." 


"How would you know?" he narrowed his eyes. 


"Think I'd know if Lars was addicted to crystal meth." 
"Again, | ask. How?" 

| scratched my head. "Um, the smell?" 

"No. That's crack" 


"Well | don't share your effusive knowledge of narcotics, Izzy! So what are you saying here exactly, that Lars 


has a fucking meth habit?" 

"No. But he's abusing speed" 

"Anyway," | was getting a headache. "m not even mad about that" 
"Mustaine" 

| let out a whoosh of air. "There's that" 

"What do you wanna know?" 


“Actually, Izzy, | don't wanna know a damn thing. | don't need to know the details of your friendship with that 
fucker. l'm not even gonna ask what you see in him because | know Dave can be charming. The real issue here 
isn't the fact that you've been hanging out with Mustaine. Or that you've been supplying Lars. Or even that 
you've been hiding your relationship with Duff. The biggest difficulty l'm having is that | feel like | don't know 
you anymore. It's like you're living a double life. There's the Izzy who is my close pal, whom | have intense 
conversations with about music and books and philosophy. Who makes me laugh and provides me with a respite 
from my crazy fucked up circus of a life. | respect that Izzy. | look up to him. He calls me on my bull and 
there aren't many people in my life who do that. But then there's the Izzy doppelganger. The seedy, shadowy 
drugdealing miscreant who lies through his teeth and manipulates his friends. | don't like that Izzy. | don't want 
to have anything more to do with that Izzy." 


His eyes bore black holes into mine. 


"So who are you, Stradlin? How do | tell you and your doppelganger apart?" 
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Hello. How is every little thing? 
| go by several names. Motherfucker. Schizo. Psycho. Screwball. God. But you may call me Axl. 


Yeah, | know you weren't expecting me. But you're stuck with me so let's make the best of it. See, we have a 
problem. Izzy is missing and no one knows where he is. Duff is shattered. I'm intrigued. Slash is Slash. There is 


so much love in our band that | could jizz rainbows. 


| won't bore you with the reactions of other people, though make no mistake, they have all been carefully 
noted in my leatherbound shitlist. No, no, | don't mean that in a negative way. For that | have a hitlist. The 
shitlist is just the place | like to doodle stick people and make them say all kinds of shit to each other. 


It has to do with my spatial intelligence. | have a pretty good grasp of mental imagery. | can interpret and 
make judgements about the shape, size, movement, and relationships between surrounding objects. My 
therapist suggested that | use this visual medium to process my relationships with people, hence the shitlist. 
You may have heard that | have issues in that department. So if I'm not sure about stuff, if I'm having 
difficulty interpreting the social dynamics of a situation, I'll sketch it. I'll doodle stick people with speech balloons. 
Unfortunately | can't sketch every goddamn interaction | have with all the jerk offs in my life or Id be sat in a 
fucking chair doodling stick people all day. 


| wish people saw the world through my eyes. Sure, the human species would implode within a grey pillar of 
subatomic particles by noon but it might be worth the trouble. It might be worth those moments of clarity. 
Me versus everyone else. Our worlds are so disparate they could be alien earths. Take pretence, for example. | 
don't understand it. | wish | did, because everyone | know brandishes pretence like an artform. An entire species 
plagued with the cholera of deceit. What really hurts me is when people think that | use it, too. Okay, l'm a 
little out of synch with shit. | know that. But l'm not a liar or a manipulator. In fact, it's precisely my tendency 
to do and say as | feel at any given hour of the day that makes me antisocial. 


Take what happened at Duff's a few weeks ago. Yeah, the way | woke Izzy up that morning. My bandmates 
thought it was twisted when in truth it was nothing more than a little fun. | entered the bedroom. Izzy was 
asleep. He was naked. He was beautiful. He had that carnal presence mixed with the serenity of slumber. | 
tickled him, no response. | blew in his ear, no response. | stroked his dick, we had lift off. But he freaked out. | 
tried to make it up to him with a blowjob. Because everyone loves getting head, right? | didn't understand the 
problem. Slash explained to me that night that friends aren't supposed to touch their friends’ genitals. 


But why? 
When lzzy and | were teens, we used to do it all the time. But then we got laid and women became more 


interesting. By the time | was lb, | was banging half of Lafayette anyway. | didn't need Izzy to get my rocks off 


anymore. Guess | just don't understand sexual boundaries because they have never made much sense to me. 


Yeah, that's also gotten me into a lot of trouble over the years. Like when | met Slash. It seemed obvious to 
me that when you spend so much time with someone and do intense shit like write music together, share 


dreams, aspirations and future plans, your dick comes out. 


When | sing, | can feel it in my crotch. | can't change that. It doesn't matter whether l'm singing gospel or Guns 
N' Roses. It's a visceral experience that interlays all the fucking fragments that are Axl Rose. My soul, my 
heart, my cock. Slash didn't quite see it that way. He called me a fag and | beat the crap out of him. Then | 


sucked his dick. That showed him. We've had the same beautiful relationship ever since. 

So Izzy is missing. The pigs are looking into shit but | don't trust the LAPD. They don't know about Izzy's 
involvement with the Surefios. They also don't know Izzy. He has the tendency to disappear whenever he's 
getting restless. The only reason why the cops are involved is because our record company contacted them. 
There are two options. He's either been wasted by the mob and feeding bugs in MacArthur Park or under a 
canal somewhere. Or he'll turn up in a day or two. The truth will out, one way or another. Uncaring? Me? l'm 
devastated. Really, take a look at my shitlist. 

| don't know what I'll do if Izzy turns up dead. He's been a permanent fixture in my life since | was fourteen 
We were damaged boys from broken homes. We were both abused. Izzy suffered emotional abuse and neglect. | 
never saw the emotional abuse, but | saw the neglect. | see fragments of the emotional trauma in Izzy every 


time | look at him. | don't want to talk about the way | was abused. 


eR 


"Jeff! Wait up!" | ran after him. My foot twisted on the gravel and | fell over. "Ow! Motherfuck," | rubbed my 


ankle. 

The sun was eclipsed by a dark shadow. | looked up into curious hazel eyes. 
"Well?" 

"Well what?" | frowned. 

"Can you walk?" 

"Gimmie a moment, dickwad!" 

"Cry baby. It's just a bruise. Come on 


| got up and staggered to my knees. | strained my ankle pretty bad but | wasn't going to let on that | was in 
agony. | limped behind him as he walked into a dark thicket of trees. 


"Where are we going?" | whined. 


"You'll see," he looked back at me. "I'll give ya something for the pain 

"Any chance you can gimmie a hand?" 

"How about a shoulder?" 

"Um, that could work." 

He pulled my arm around his shoulder and supported me the rest of the way. We walked in silence for ten 
minutes or so when all of a sudden, deep within the woods of suburban Lafayette, he pointed to an abandoned 
hunting cabin. My eyes widened as | saw what he'd done to the place. The broken tiles were covered with a 
thatched weave of firs. There were books, pellets, candles and all kinds of shit scattered over the place. 
"Whol" 

He smiled. 

"Is this where you live?" 


"No, dufus. But | hang out here, most days." 


| sat on a frayed mattress and took in the scent of wet brambles. He gave me a warm can of the cheapest 


yak's piss beer but it tasted like cherry pie to me. 

"This place is rad! Can | stay?" 

He narrowed his eyes. "Like what, forever?" 

"No," | blushed. "Like, sometimes. Hey! | can get cigarettes!" 

He grinned and hauled a pack at me. 

"Wow. Dude, this is so cool. But I'm not a fuckin’ freeloader! What do you want?" 
He shrugged. "Dunno. Got everything | need" 

"What about food?" 

He looked at me. "Food?" 

"Yeah! Like bread and baloney and pie and-" 


"Okay. Ya know, if you want" 


Its a done deall" | swigged the beer. 


eR 


He never had lunch money. Or brought any sandwiches to school. | never asked him why. Just like he never 
asked why | would erupt in explosive temper tantrums every now and again for no apparent reason. Or why | 
would set fire to shit for the hell of it. We just accepted each other. And eventually, we grew to trust one 


another. 


Metal Messiah (Part D 


One On One Recording Studios 
Los Angeles, November 1990 


My life is a dark and often cynical study of the flesh, where the exaltation of the ego and the carnal sublimity 
of man are celebrated. In Metallica, | have substituted a religion of faith for a religion of doubt. It keeps shit 
simple. Because it's the emotional probing and spiritual wandering that gets me into trouble. 

Did | ever tell you about the first time | masturbated? Probably not. Because | can't remember it myself. But | 
do remember the first time | made that momentous connection between orgasm and stillness. | stroked myself 
into frenzy and found a white rapture of peace and reconciliation The voices stilled. Nothing mattered. 

Jesus Christ. Was he an awkward youth? Did he masturbate? It makes me laugh to think of the way my 
family described him to me as a child A perfect blonde creation. My mom used to say that | looked like Jesus. 
When | was old enough to do my own research, | was staggered to find that not only was Jesus not this Aryan 
fantasy of virtue and sobriety, but a dark Jewish boy with a penchant for wine, women and song. | loved that 
Jesus. He was a metal messiah, like me. He also had issues with his daddy. Yeah, | love Jesus. It's the 2000 
years of Christian programming that | have a problem with. 


"Keep your lips loose and relaxed, James. Avoid pressing them together." 


| looked at Bob. He had broken me. But it was my own goddamn fault for writing a song that butchered my 


insides like medieval surgery. | took a deep breath. 

"What Ive felt, what Ive known" 

"Vibrate ‘felt and ‘known’ in an ascending 5-note scale." 

"What Ive felt, what Ive known, never shined through in what Ive shown-" 
"Again 

| closed my eyes and did it again. 


"You're making good progress. Look at me. James? Thank you. You have got to engage your diaphragm to make 
those lips buzz. Again." 


| stared into space. 


Lars said something to Bob in the control room and then spoke into the mike. 


"James, lets take a break" 


| took my earphones off and looked around. My limbs were heavy and deadened. | felt dissociated. Kirk took the 


earphones from me. 

"Come on," he led me out of the studio and into the storeroom. 

The storeroom at One On One had become our little sanctuary. It was the one place we could eat, sleep and 
chill out together in privacy. The lounge and other quarters were always full of people. But nobody went to the 
storeroom. It was ours 

| sat on the dusty sofa and looked up at Kirk and Jason. "What?" 

Jason's face lit up with the warmest smile | had ever seen | looked in his eyes and felt wisps of warmth 
thawing the iceberg in my chest. Lars entered the room and handed me a mug of hot tea The magical brew 
with honey and lemon that Bob had prescribed in his infinite wisdom. | hated and admired that fucker in equal 
measures. 

"Thanks," | murmured. 

Lars curled into an armchair and closed his eyes. Kirk strummed an acoustic. 

Jason sat beside me as | sipped tea in silence. 

RK 

Lars and | held on to each other that night like a last refuge in a storm. He was depressed. His marriage was 
over and it was only a matter of time before he or Debbie filed for divorce. We were both mentally shattered. 
We didn't want to talk or play music. We couldn't even muster the strength to eat. So we read for a while 


before falling asleep in each other's arms. | woke up at 3am and thought of Jesus of Nazareth. 


If man is a god and a saint for himself, will this shield him against the threat of moral disintegration? To my 


mind, you would inherit the entire moral mechanism of the world. 
| felt for Jesus. How he must have suffered. 

Green orbs flashed in the gloom. 

"Lars?" 

He shifted closer to me. 


| ran my fingers through his hair. 


eR 


The next morning was a universe apart from the night that preceded it. | woke up happy. | was so goddamn 


happy that Bob asked if | was high. 

"High on life, man." 

Lars smiled at me from the control room. 

Why was | so happy? Because | was done recording vocals for ‘The Unforgivery. It felt like a personal triumph. 
No more would | be forced to scream out my demons in a fucking ascending 5-note vibrato. | grinned at Jason, 
He was sitting in his usual corner by the bass amp. He smiled his beautiful thousand kilowatt grin at me, but 
then it faded into something sad and imperceptible. He put his glasses on and shuffled some notes. 


| pulled a stool over to his corner and sat in front of him. "Hi" 


He looked at me. God, that face. | wanted to shove my tongue down his throat. But we were not alone, so a 


discreet conversation would have to do. 

"So James, can | say that I'm fucking proud without a snarky comeback?" 
| grinned. 

"You did us proud" 

"Thank you. What are you doing tonight?" 

He took his glasses off and smiled. "Why?" 

"Cause | might be hungry." 

He frowned playfully. "You asking me out?" 

"Think you might be worth a bucket of chicken, yeah." 

We chuckled. 

Kirk grinned at us and exited the studio. 

Jason's eyes darted from him to me. "Kirk," he gulped. "Does he, um?" 


"Of course he does." 


"What!" 

"lts okay. He doesn't care." 

"When are you planning on telling Lars?" 

| narrowed my eyes. "Dude, Lars has known for days now." 

"Oh God," he turned away. "I'm gonna heave." 

"Why?" | squeezed his shoulder. "Relax, Jason, he's cool with it" 
Poor guy was panic stricken "But, they..nothing! Didn't say anything!" 
"What did you expect? A welcome wagon to my dick?" 


"No," he laughed. "But Lars, especially, nothing. No change whatsoever in his behavior towards me, or in general. 


It's like business as usual." 


"That's because it is business as usual, Jason. Look, we need to talk about stuff. But this isn't the time or place 


for it So tonight? My place?" 

Jason hoisted his bass over his knee. "Don't bother: 
| frowned. "What?" 

"Don't worry, man. | get it" 

| raised my brow. "Newsted" 

He looked at me. 


"Let me spell this out for you," my voice was low. "I want you. | want you so bad that | can barely look at you 


without getting hard. I'm hard right now. 
Jason looked around and blushed. 

"Oh my, could you get any cuter?" 

"Im not cute” 


"You just got cuter." 


"Fuck you," he swept his fingers over the fretboard. 


My happiness was swelling into uncharted territory. What was going on? Sure, | wanted to fuck him silly. But 
there was something more going on here. 


"You're adorable. How come | never noticed?" 
He shrugged. "You were busy hazing me." 


‘Oh yeah," | tilted my head. "Well, | can think of a hundred new ways to do that. Would you like to explore them 
with me, Newkid? Starting tonight? I'll buy you dinner and then you can show me just how fucking grateful you 


are. 
"We're back to that, huh?" he chuckled and gave me a shy look "Shit" 
"What?" 

"Just," he messed with his bass. "Nothing." 

"Go on." 

He shook his head. "Just feels like sleeping with my boss or something." 


| burst out laughing. "Oh man, you did not just say that! Fuck, Newsted, what have you done? You've just given 
me ammo for the next four years." 


He kicked me. "Didn't mean it like that!" 

| leaned in "The die is cast. Now, listen carefully. There are a thousand things | want to do with your body 
right now. Be a good boy and help Kirk out with his overdubs so that we can get the fuck out of here. Then 
tomorrow you can take the day off and spend it in bed servicing me. And | have a voracious appetite, Jason, so 
get used to it. KIRK!" 

Jason swallowed. Kirk entered the studio. 


| hopped off the stool. "Newsted's gonna cue your overdubs." 


| went to the storeroom. Lars was napping on the couch. | knelt beside him and kissed the tip of his nose. He 


swatted me away like a fly. 


"Jeg sover," he mumbled. "Gâ væk" 


| laughed. "Sorry." 

"Oh wait," he rose all of a sudden and swept hair out of his eyes. "James?" 
"Yeah?" | grinned. 

"Slash called while you were recording. Izzy's missing." 

| looked at him. "What do you mean missing?" 


"Disappeared, since Tuesday. No one knows where he is and the cops are involved. Story might break the news 
any minute. When was the last time you spoke to him?" 


| stood up and went to the phone. 

"James?" 

"Last weekend. Calling Nikki." 

My heart quickened. 

"Hello?" 

"Tommy. It's James. Nikki there?" 

"James who?" 

What a dickhead. "Hetfield." 

"Nikki is busy at the moment. May | leave a message?" 


‘Okay motherfucker, I'm in no fucking mood to play games with you. Put Nikki on the phone right now or l'm 
gonna come out there and fuck you up!" 


Tommy chuckled. "Damn, that's tempting.” 
"Tommy," | sighed. "Just put Nikki on, please." 
"Nikki's in the pool right now." 


"What? What is he doing there?" 


“Swimming, Hetfield. You should try it sometime. Or do you have an aversion to water unless there are 


swarms of mosquitoes and a hillbilly boogie quartet?" 

"Tell him to call me!" 

| smashed the phone down. Son of a bitch. 

"James, they're at Axl's. Go. Call if there's any news." 

XE% 

As | was driving to Axl's place, | was hit with the realization that life is made of a million partings welded 
together. Parting of people, of truths and of fragments that hold our world together. But what happens when 
that world disintegrates? | felt like a volcano erupting in its rejection of the sane and the sensible. But there 
was nothing sane about my friendship with Izzy. Just like there was very little sense in faith and devotion. Yet 
there it is, underlying the very foundation of our history. 


"Hello," Axl let me in. 


| nodded at Erin, Axis wife. There were people | didn't recognize in the lounge. | followed Axl upstairs to his 
bedroom. Duff was lying on his side kneading a bottle. 


"Hey pal," | sat on the bed. 

Red-rimmed marble eyes gazed into the void. "Hi." 

"No news, huh?" | asked Slash, who was on the floor strumming an acoustic. 
He shook his head. 


Axl stretched out on the bed beside Duff. "Slash," he yawned. "Did Izzy vamoose before or after David gave us 
the go-ahead to go double?" 


Slash shrugged and lit a cigarette. 

"So you see," Axl looked at me. "We have 30 songs to record, mix and master before the spring. To say nothing 
of breaking in Matt, who is currently in Hawaii spending his first paycheck on fruity cocktails with little 
umbrellas. But | feel better in the knowledge that if Steven wasn't irreplaceable, neither is Izzy." 

Duff groaned. 


Axl gave him a pat. 


Slash sighed. "Give it a rest, Ax" 


Axl frowned, "I don't understand. l'm the one keeping us afloat and coordinating shit with the entire fucking 
world while you two drink and wallow. If | gve it a rest this house of cards is gonna catch fire and explode in 
our faces. Is that what you want?" 

Slash blew out smoke. "Just remember that we're not all dead inside” 

"lll try to remember that" 

Erin opened the door. "OUT!" Axl yelled at her. The door slammed. 

"Axl, what can | do?" 

"You could start by telling us what happened at Nikki's. Wait, | might need a pen" 

Slash tossed one on the bed 

Axl retrieved a small notebook from his pocket and looked at me. "Yes?" 


| was well accustomed to his eccentricities. Nothing Axl did surprised me anymore. 


"We had words," | stood up and leaned against the wall. "I didn't know that he was dealing Lars. There was other 


stuff | didn't know about and it all came to a head" 
Duff looked at me for the first time. "How?" 


| shrugged. "I told him that | felt like | didn't know him anymore. Look, we both said hard things to each other 
but | very much doubt that he took off because of me." 


"Wow," Duff jeered. "You really have a fucking high opinion of yourself, James. I'm the first to admit that Izzy 
is a fucking Rubik's cube, but he has other things going on in his life besides his dysfunctional friendship with 


you." 


"Like what? | mean, sure, of course he does. But I'm getting the impression that you mean something specific 


here. Please don't tell me it has anything to do with the mob." 
Slash got up and swaggered over to the bed. He stood over Axl and peered into his notebook Axl was sketching 


something, his face drawn in concentration. Slash swept Axl's long tresses away from his nape and tapped his 


shoulder. 
"Wrong," Slash drawled. "James said don’t fell me it has anything to do with the mob 


"What the fuck are you doing there? Taking my testimony?" 


Duff sat up. "Anyway, did you know that Dave Mustaine used to deal?" 
| blinked. "What the fuck does Dave have to do with anything?" 

"Did. You. Know." 

| frowned. "Well, yeah! Like fucking 9 years ago. Why?" 

"Did you know who he was in business with?" 

"No. Why?" 

"Have you ever heard of the Norteños?" 

| narrowed my eyes. "Nortefios. That rings a bell" 


"They are blood rivals of the Surefos. They're based in Northern California with strongholds in Frisco, 
Sacramento, and El Cerrito." 


"El Cerrito?" | looked at him. "Duff, what are you saying?" 

I'm saying that Izzy and Dave got caught in the crossfire of a fucking gangland turf war. Somehow, the 
Surefios got wind that Izzy is hanging out with a former associate of their sworn enemies, the Nortefos, and 
got the wrong idea about shit" 

| sat down in a daze. 

"Fucked up shit, huh?" 

"Wait," | looked at Duff. "Are you saying that Dave is also missing?" 

"Yeah," Axl flipped the pen. "We found out today." 

"We think they're hiding it out somewhere," Slash said. "Maybe Canada." 


"Well, not fucking Mexico, that's for sure." 


"Wait," | looked at Duff. "Something must have happened to tip them off. | mean if you guys haven't spoken to 
Izzy then how do you know all this?" 


"He was warned," Duff swigged vodka. "One of Izzy's Surefio buds, Tony, was waiting at his house when he got 


back from Nikki's. Izzy called me that night and laughed it off. That's the last time | spoke to him. But fuck, 


James, | know how this shit works because I've been right there with him all these years and witnessed many 


of his dealings." 


"My theory, for what it's worth," Axl put the notebook down. "Is that the Surefos are using Dave and Izzy to 
extort the Nortefos over the right to operate within a particular territory. My guess is the Bay Area" 


"But Dave hasn't been dealing in years, it doesn't make sense! Why the fuck would they risk an outright gang 


war over a former operative?" 


Duff polished off the vodka. "Because they're the fucking mob, Hetfield! They're still bumping each other off 
for shit that happened 50 years ago. If a Norteño strays into Surefo territory the punishment is a beating or 
death. That shit sparks deadly turf wars between gangs and it makes no fucking difference that Izzy and Dave 


aren't official gang members, or that Dave hasn't associated with the Norteños in years." 


A strange vertigo took hold and engulfed me in nausea. | couldn't believe what | was hearing. | excused myself 
and left Axis house. | found myself driving aimlessly around Hollywood trying to piece together the worlds and 
shattered fragments of Izzy. 


To be faithful to oneself and live an authentic experience, it is no longer enough simply to believe, a process of 
experimentation must be undertaken. If for Christian people the gospels are a source of revelation, for us 


heathens it was a cult of the self. 


And no one perpetuated his own cult like Izzy Stradlin 


Skykomish 


Author's Notes: 
This chapter is dedicated to Flut20I3, our wonderful peddler of Megadeth smut, with love. 


Cascade Mountains 
November 1990 


| cradled the mug in my hands as a mist of snow dusted the evergreens about us. The trees were still 
hushed and stalwart in their refuge as a speckled sky dimed in the ray of a full moon. Dave and | were in a 
rented mountain cabin 60 miles from Seattle. The seclusion and privacy were total and there was no possibility 


of interruption of any kind. We didn't even have a phone. 

Dave was lying in the hot tub, his face a canvas of trancelike self-possession. | climbed off the windowsill and 
sat on the solid oak flooring in front of him. Our eyes met. We smiled. We hadn't said a single word to each 
other in hours. There was no need. We were happy to read, play chess and strum our guitars in silence. It's 
interesting how an acquaintance can evolve into your closest ally within 48 hours. The intimacy between us 
was born out of necessity, but we settled into it with consummate ease. 

"Food," he broke the silence. 

"What are the chances of Domino's delivering to the Cascades?" 

Dave pulled himself out of the water and rinsed his body. His stomach was rippling with hard muscles and he 
ran his hand over the rounded peak of his bicep. The soapy suds collected in beads over his shaft and he gave 
me a wolfish grin. 

"Probably the same chances of you bringing this shit to a conclusion" 

"Does that mean you're going to stop parading yourself?" 

"Stradlin," he chuckled. 

"Mustaine," | got up and pulled my shirt off. 


"I like you, if you get my drift.” 


"That much is clear," | unzipped my jeans and smiled at him. "I feel the same way about you. But | still don't 


wanna fuck." 


"So why are you taking your clothes off?" 
"You done in there?" 

"Jesus, Izzy. You're hard" 

"Jesus had nothing to do with it! 


Dave got out of the tub and wrapped himself in a white cotton robe. "Wait, I'll run you a new one. Water's 


lukewarm and I've been soaking in it for ages." 

| wanna bask in your filth." 

He looked at me. "What?" 

"But the prospect of cold water is ruining it for me, so yeah. Refill, if you please." 

"| don't get it, Izzy," he sat on the edge of the tub and drained the water. "You're obviously into me. We're 
thrown together in a mountain cabin in the middle of fucking nowhere with nothing but candles, scented oils and 
all kinds of romantic shit to keep us entertained. But you don't wanna do anything about it” 


"We're not on honeymoon, Dave." 


He snorted. "Tell me about it. But you gotta admit this is better than being bound on a wheel and having nails 


hammered into our wrists.” 

| winced. 

Dave held his stomach. "Fuck, | gotta stop doing that." 

"Yeah, Mustaine. Please do. Unless it's your way of processing shit?" 
"Maybe," he said pensively. "Any chance of opening a window?" 

"Um, it's snowing out there. You're wet and l'm naked." 

"Speaking of which.. 

| laughed and got in the tub. 

EK 


The roar of the Skykomish river cooed us into slumber. But we couldn't stay asleep for longer than a couple of 


hours at a time. One of us would woke up in a nightmare of rusty nails and bloodied hands, torn ligaments and 
broken fingers. See, the Sureños devised a special punishment for me. They wouldn't do anything as dramatic as 
killing me for hanging out with a former agent of their enemies. Because that would be crass. Instead, they 
would make sure that | wouldn't be able to play a guitar ever again. Of course, | would have genuinely 
preferred death, and had the audacity to relay that message via my old Surefio buddy, Tony. My Mexican 
brother from another mother. His own life was on the line for tipping me off. The Surefos' response was that 
they would fuck my hands up and then dump me in the ocean, unless the Nortefos relinquished control of 
some of their territory. The Nortefos, who felt hard done by in this entire sordid affair, offered us protection 
Of course, we would have to pay $200K in cash and formally endorse them in any future dealings. (That's 
$IOK per finger by the way, in case you were wondering) So Dave and | decided to get the fuck out of 


California and plan our recourse from a deluxe mountain cabin in rural Washington. As you do. 

Dave shuffled in his bed. | looked at him through a darkened wisp of smoke and was moments away from 
prompting him, when he shuffled again and sat up with a sigh. | stubbed out the cigarette and got into bed 
with him. It was freezing. | stretched out on my side and touched his shoulder reassuringly. 

"Back of fl" 

"Okay." 

"What a fucking nightmare." 


| sighed. "Sorry, | feel responsible." 


He looked down at me and frowned. "Fuck off, Izzy. Don't piss me off with that mea culpa crap. But we gotta 
find a way out of this mess before shit gets out of hand" 


"Before?" | laughed. 
He grinned and lay back on his back. "Give me your hand" 
"Stay the fuck away from my hands." 


He drew me to him unceremoniously. "Just do as | say," he ran his fingers through my hair. | tried to figure 


out whether | liked it or not. 
| didn't. 


| moved away and climbed on top of him. He pulled my head down to his lips and | belted him. We fought and 
tussled for a few moments until he pinned me down. His heavy hair spilled over my face like a waterfall. | was 
too weak with hunger to give a shit. Fine, Mustaine. Fuck me. Whatever. We stayed like that for a few 


breathless seconds, before he got off me and lit a cigarette. We smoked in silence. 


XE% 

The next morning we stopped at a highway diner that served the usual mélange of thick shakes, stacked 
burgers and pancakes. A chintzy tribute to a bygone era. We were alone save for a holidaying family and a 
bunch of students. One of them was wearing a Guns N' Roses shirt. We immediately put our shades on and 
tried to hide behind the menus. But we looked even more conspicuous given the inclement weather. 
"Mademoiselle!" Dave called out to the waitress. "We order, s'il vous plait." 


"The fuck?" 


"Let's pretend we're from Montreal. | speak French. If those kids hear us speaking French itll throw off any 
suspicions they might have." 


"Yeah, one problem with that. | don't speak French!" 

"One problem at a time, Iz" 

A waitress appeared at our booth and poured us some coffee. "Good morning, gentlemen. What can | get ya?" 
"Bonjour! Est ce que vous avez une-" 

"We're in America, honey. Do you speak English?" 

"Canuck here would like some oatmeal,” Dave kicked me. "Um, pancakes with blueberries, fuck! Sorry ma'am, 
bacon, and basically every other breakfast meat you have. I'll have the oatmeal with fruit salad on the side, 
thanks." 

"Coming up," she smiled and left with our order. 

"Oatmeal"? he hissed. 

"| don't eat meat, Dave. You only just noticed?" 

"Yeah." 

"That's because you're a self-absorbed ass." 

"Va te faire foutre" 

| chuckled and shook my head. The kids weren't paying us any attention so we relaxed a little and took our 


shades off. We ate like prisoners of war who'd been unleashed at a hoedown. We ordered three portions of hot 


cobbler with cream and a whole pecan pie to take back to the cabin with us. 


"So tell me about Duff," he lit a cigarette. 

"Duff?" 

"McKagan? Your boyfriend?" 

"He ain't my boyfriend. Fucking hate that word. Like we're in high school." 


"Well pardon me," he said sarcastically. "So he's your what, bed buddy? The yin to your yang? Some other 
vegetarian hippie shit?" 


| rolled my eyes. 

"Come on, Izzy." 

"Okay! We're in a relationship." 

"What do you see in him?" 

| narrowed my eyes. Our waitress cleared the dishes away. 


"What | mean is, you don't strike me as the type of guy who goes for the dumb blonde. Or for most people, 
for that matter. Also, FYI, Duff's a dude." 


"Really! So that's why | have trouble getting it in" 
He chuckled. "Then you're not doing it right, man’ 

A flushed teen appeared at our side. "OH MY GOD!" 
"Oh fuck." 

"HANNAH! SAMI IT'S GUNS N' ROSES!" 

"Dya hear that, Dave?" | grinned. "Is Guns N' Roses" 


Dave tossed a spoon on the table. Fifteen minutes and four autographs later, we were left alone. Dave was 


mistaken for Axl, which darn well made my day. 
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The hiss and pop of the fire cast shadows over Dave's face. | opened the window slightly and breathed in the 


crisp mountain air. The northern star beamed over the evergreens while the Skykomish babbled and whispered 
below us. | had won two rounds of chess that evening and Dave was getting pissy. He sat in a corner and 
strummed a beautiful classical tune that was somewhat at odds with his temperament. But | was beginning to 
learn that it was precisely this polarity between light and dark, tough and tender, that held the secret to 
Mustaine's nature. He dithered on the cusp of both. 


He put the guitar down and held my eyes with unnerving intensity. 
| angled my head and raised a brow. 
"Duff. You never answered my question" 


| yawned and flexed my muscles. "What do | see in him?" 


He nodded. | went to the bed and stretched out on my stomach. "First of all, Duff isn't dumb at all. In fact he's 


super intelligent. He isn't even blonde," | smiled. 

"So he isn't dumb and he dyes his hair. What else?" 

"He's sarcastic, depraved, and has the heart of a teddy bear. | dig that.” 

"Hmm, interesting. That beckons further investigation,’ Dave joined me on the bed. "Can | touch you?" 
‘Im telling you about my..Duff, and you wanna touch me?" 

"Yes," he said emphatically. 

| laughed. "Go on then" 


He pulled my shirt off and sat on my lower back. Well, | wasn't going to turn down a massage. But | did wonder 
how long it would take him to try something else. He reached out for the scented oil on the nightstand. (No, l'm 
not going to explain that. Or the condoms in the drawer.) | soon relaxed under Dave's ministrations. The guy 
was a gifted masseur, there was no doubt about that. He was playing my body like a guitar. It was obvious to 
me where his long, slick fingers were edging to, but | was beyond caring. What would you do if you had Dave 
Mustaine draped over your body in the candlelight? His soft tresses tickling your face while his fingers 
sparked torrents of red hot pleasure over your flesh? And when he turned me over and went for the 
inevitable, my rock hard inevitable, | arched into him with a moan, His lips covered mine faster than a 
Megadeth solo and we crushed together like a tidal wave over a sea breaker. Our mouths and tongues sucked 
in the tides and we writhed, shook and thrashed like a storm over the Atlantic. He pushed a finger inside me, 
then two and then three, and my mind smelted from the Mustainemania that commandeered my soul like 


demonic possession. 


Okay, so none of that shit happened. | got ahead of myself here. Dave was rubbing my shoulders. But these 


fantasies were burning a hole in my brain and | was so hard and horny that it wasn't even funny anymore. So | 
took matters into my own hands. 


"Dave," | turned around. My arousal was poking his backside. He gave me a wicked grin and shifted back against 


my dick, taunting me. 

"Yes, Izzy?" he lay over me and flipped his hair to one side. 

Oh, God 

"Um," | swallowed. 

He grabbed a handful of my hair and yanked my head back. Then he ran his tongue over my neck and sucked 
in the sensitive spot under my ear. Just when | thought things couldn't possibly get any worse/better, his oil- 
slick fist closed around my dick and started to stroke me. What was | gonna do? Again, what would you do? 
You're lying there with Dave Mustaine giving you a handjob. Duff would have to be cool about it. 

"Izzy," he drawled into my ear as | moaned underneath him. 

"Mim." 

“Suck me off." 

"Okay," | was light-headed and compliant. 

He sat on my chest and positioned his dick to my lips. | frowned and shoved him away. Then | scaled him with 
the agility of a leopard and gritted my teeth. "Let's make one thing very clear, Mustaine. | am not your 
groupie. I'll have sex with you because I'm horny but you will not dominate me. Are we clear?" 

"You know you want it," he smirked. 

| sighed and got off him. 

"Damn," | sat up and rolled a joint. "Guess we're both going to sleep with blue balls." 

XE% 

Another sleepless night descended over the Cascades for your intrepid hero and his flame-haired, dick tease 
lothario. We decided to call our bandmates in the morning to let them know we were okay, before getting in 
touch with Tony to see whether there had been any developments. Our little mountain retreat was beginning to 


wear thin and we knew that we were only delaying the inevitable. Time to face the music. 


| rubbed my face. Sleep was unattainable. | looked at the treetops billowing in the storm, but they only served 


to foster my impending doom. | closed my eyes and tried to lull myself to sleep. Dave crept into the blanket by 
my side. We were locked in a perpetual game of musical beds. But then he did something out of character. He 
put his head on my chest and curled his knees under my own. This was disconcertingly pretzel-esque. Had Duff 
been giving him notes? God, | missed Duff. My fallen angel. | missed him so much that | buried my nose in 
Dave's hair and stroked his back. After a time, he stroked my stomach, and then his hand dipped to my 
crotch. | wondered whether this was the inescapable fate of all men who shared beds. We are destined to jerk 
each other off, and it makes no difference whatsoever whether we are straight or otherwise attached. But 
this wasn't about sex. There was nothing erotic about it. It was solace. After | had spent myself in his hand 
and reciprocated the favor, | sat up and looked out at the softly rolling snow. It was the early hours in the 
first day of December. 


Then | thought of Dave's bass player. Was there some kind of subliminal desire in all guitarists to pretzel their 
bass players? | would have to ask James about that when | returned to Los Angeles. If he was still talking to 
me, that is. 


"There anything going on between you and Ellefson?" 


He smiled enigmatically. "Izzy, that's a whole other story. Don't you think there's enough fear and loathing going 
on here without adding Megadeth to the narrative?" 


"Just curious," | shrugged. "Sometimes | feel like it's out of our hands, you know?" 
"What? Fucking our bandmates?" 


"The narrative. It's like there's a grand architect weaving our fates on a spindle and we have no control over 


what happens’ 

"That's some FUS, Izzy. But yeah, | agree" 

"What did you say?" 

"| said it's some fucked up shit, but | know what you mean’ 

"So what are we gonna do about it?" 

'Let it unravel," he yawned and went back to his bed. "Unless the story's untrue" 


"All stories are true, Dave. Some of them haven't happened yet” 


Metal Messiah (Part Il) 


Purgatory 
December 1990 


| have often wondered about the relationship Jesus had with his disciples. Particularly John the Evangelist, 
whom according to John 20:2, was his ‘beloved. Maverick biblical scholars have long argued that John and 
Jesus were lovers. Then there's Judas. When | was a kid, | asked my dad if Jesus was nailed to a cross 
because he was caught kissing another guy. | was yelled at and sent to bed without supper. It sent a very 
clear message to my impressionable young mind, that not only are men not supposed to fuck, but it's a 
complete taboo to even talk about it. So | never have. And to this day, after 4 years with Lars, we never talk 
about it. Sex, feelings, whatever, it doesn't happen. Sure, we say shit to each other in the height of passion, 
and have always been affectionate, but talking about stuff? Hell no, that's the quickest way to shut me off. 


Lars has always respected that. Jason didn't. 

| was in a strange predicament. Newsted and | had been seeing each other for a week. It was like nothing | 
expected. In fact, being with Jason was so goddamn different to any other relationship I'd had that | was in a 
complete tailspin about it. Not that you'd notice. | drank more coffee, that was it. Except that drinking more 
coffee had a couple of side effects that everybody noticed. My hands were trembling and | had to redo my 
parts for ‘Holier Than Thou' three times. | was also antsier than usual. Which meant that being around me was 
a joy because I'm a fucking ant farm at the best of times. 

"What the fuck is your problem?" Jason frowned at me. 

We were in the storeroom. | flopped on the chair and swivelled away from him. Jason sat on the couch, his 
weir of auburn curls falling over one side of his face. We looked at each other for a few painstaking moments, 
before | launched myself at him and vented my frustration in his mouth. | gripped the shaved undersides of 
his head and pinned him underneath me. But Jason knew me well enough by that point to realize that | didn't 
necessarily want sex. It was my way of saying, shut the fuck up! 

Speaking Neanderthal is easy. | give weekly classes at the YMCA. 

"What's on your mind?" 

"Hmm" 

"Really? Damn, that's crazy synchronicity, Het. | was having the same thought this morning in the shower." 


"While | was blowing you?" 


"Yeah," he laughed. 


| settled my head on his chest and stroked his arms. Hell, Jason. If only you knew. | swallowed the lump in my 
throat and closed my eyes. 


"James..." 
‘I'm begging you, Jason. Shut it” 


"Why? Because its convenient for you? What about me? | know that whatever's fucking with you right now 
has to do with us. Shutting me out will result in one thing." 


"What's that?" 

"Me ending this." 

‘Maybe that's for the best" 

"Christ! What a coward! Get off me, James." 


| raised my head and met his gaze. He smoothed his thumbs under my eyes and tugged a lock of hair. "Please," 


he sighed. "Talk to me." 
"m falling in love with you." 


Time stilled. He hauled me up with his thigh and our lips met for a breathless pause, before meshing together 
in hunger. 
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It's annoying. Jumping through the same hoops repeatedly for no reward. Was | doing the right things with my 
life? Was | being untrue to myself and betraying my inner light? Was | in love with Jason? Did | want Weetabix 
for breakfast? Intense shit. But | had reached the point where | could no longer escape it. The place where | 
had snugly compartmentalized stuff for years was about to burst and leak shit into other parts of my brain 
My lizard brain. Fuck. Fight. Flight. The minute feelings were introduced | was in trouble. That's why l'm the only 
member of Metallica who isn't married. That's why | have never been in love. Lars and | are beyond that. It's 
not like we're ever gonna move in together and adopt three Guatemalan babies. That's not in the cards for us. 
We both cherish women and want families someday. So why did | keep tapping the Tallica pool for these intense 
relationships? Why couldn't | find a nice girl and settle the fuck down? 


The morning after the night before, | went skateboarding. | met a girl. Cute, smart, curvy, didn't know who | 
was. She was a Grad student at Berkeley. Dinosaurs. | mean palaeontology. We arranged a date that Friday. It 
didn't even occur to me that | was in a relationship and shit was getting serious. She was a chick. Jason was a 


dude. 


"You're what?" he narrowed his eyes. 
"Going on a date Friday. That a problem?" 


Jason was restringing his ESP Horizon. He frowned at me for a moment and then resumed twisting the peg, his 


hair falling over his face and masking his eyes. 

"Jason?" 

He raised his head and tucked a lock behind his ear. "Yeah, that's a problem." 

"Why?" 

He put the bass on the stand and got off the floor. "What are we doing here exactly?" 

"Mankind? Be specific." 

‘Oh yeah," he scoffed. "Forgot who | was talking to. Keep shit simple, Jason Right. You and |. Hanging out. Having 
sex. Buttering each other's toast. Having sex some more. Shampooing each other's fucking hair. Falling in love. 
That." 

Toothy grin. "I think you've answered your own question." 

He placed his hands on my hips. "Don't distract me with the cute." 

"I'm not," | leaned in for a bite. 

"Or with that," he shuddered. "Fuck you...” 

| pulled him towards the couch where | descended on him like a tropic deluge. 

It always worked with Lars. Jason? Not so much. The guy could be in the throes of orgasm and still ask me 
questions. My left hand cradled his head as | gave him a slow and searing kiss while my right hand was 
stroking him furiously. How did | keep up that clashing tempo? Years of playing metal. He moaned into my 
mouth and yanked my hair. | traced a hot sliver from his jaw to his clavicle and sucked in the flesh. 
"James," he gasped. "We are go..oh fuck. Gonna.have that co..." 

| pulled his pants off in one fell swoop and climbed on top of him, claiming his mouth again in a torrid surge of 
possession. His touch was like white fire through my veins. It felt like hunger but deeper, heavier. We kissed, 


tackled and sucked our way into frenzy and just as | was about to thrust into him with a throaty moan, he 


shoved me away. 


| fell off the couch. "The fuck!" | growled. 


He sucked in air and squeezed his thumb and forefinger around the base of his shaft for a moment, before 
pulling his jeans on and stalking off to the kitchen 


| sat on the couch and tried to get my bearings. 
"Here," he threw me a bottle of water and sat down 
"WHAT THE FUCK WAS THAT?" 

"Reality check." 

| glared at him. 

We drank water in silence. 
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Recent developments with Jason and Izzy forced me to take a good hard look at myself. Had | become sucked in 
by security? Was it stopping me from doing things that are scary and risky? Like committing to somebody. 
Anybody. | felt a presence showing me that this path was wrong. And once again, that letting go of the self- 
story which falsely defines self-identity needed to be shown for what it was. The mind creating tales to explain 
itself. | had been fixating on my life from 2 or 3 years ago, when | supposedly had a wild time and more 
friends, most of whom | couldn't stand. | was spiritually bankrupt. Decadent, indulgent and vitriolic. But that old 
story was all redundant jizz 

| was watching football on the TV when somebody rang the bell. 

"Hello." 

"Axl," my brow furrowed in surprise. "Come in" 

"Beer?" | led him into the lounge and he plopped on the armchair. 

"Sure." 

"Pen?" 


"That's thoughtful, but no thank you," he responded sombrely. 


"Uh huh," | cracked open a Bud and gave it to him. 


He gazed at the television 

Good. | had no desire to play host. We watched the Raiders game in silence. 
"Wanna go on tour together next year?" 

| kneaded the bottle in my lap. “Guns N' Roses and Metallica?" 

"No James. You, me and Willie Nelson. We can open in Houston during the annual Livestock Show and Rodeo." 
"Kinda like the sound of that," | laughed. 

He chuckled and sucked on his beer. "Yeah, dumbass. Our bands." 

"Shit" 

"The good kind?" 

"The intriguing kind." 

He wiggled his nose. "Ain't it" 

"We'd be co-headlining." 

"Yup 

"Heh, what a goldmine." 

"Yup 

"And probably a murder or two." 

Axl turned his head to me. "Don't worry, | won't hurt you." 

| barked out a laugh. "Right. I'll talk to the others and get back to you." 


He finished his beer. "I'll be off then," he got up. "We should do this more often, Het. | find your company 


strangely comforting. Nothing to analyze or misinterpret.” 
| opened the door. "I'm sure there's a compliment there somewhere." 
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Jason pushed up onto his elbows. | was strumming my guitar and felt his eyes honing in on me like missiles. | 


looked up and met his gaze. 

"There is something | am thinking about asking you." 
"Oh yeah?" | went back to strumming. 

"Yeah. But | need more time to consider it." 

"So you're forewarning me of a certain ultimatum." 


"I am telling you that until | decide whether or not | have the right to make that ultimatum, we can't be 
together. Sorry," he got off the bed and dressed. 


| stopped playing and took a deep breath. "Starting right now, huh?" 
"Yes." 


| rubbed my face and got up. “Jason, this thing that you are thinking about asking me. If it's what | think it is, 


the answer is no." 

"Right," he laughed bitterly. "So every second | spend here is driving the dagger in deeper. Okay then. Well, 
James, | would love to say that its been nice knowing you and all the usual phony bullshit, but we have to 
work together. So I'm going to take a personal day tomorrow and be back in the studio on Monday. That okay, 
boss?" 

"That's not fair." 

"You're right, it isn't." 

"No, Jason, fuck you! What gives you the right to threaten me with ultimatums you don't even have the balls 
to make? | don't take kindly to being fucking cornered like that. Tell me what the problem is and I'll try to fix 
it” 

"Well, your date tomorrow for starters. But like | said, | need time to think about shit and I'd rather not play 
guessing games with you. If you can't respect that and you're unwilling to compromise in any way, then | ask 
you again, what we are doing here?" 


"Fine, Newsted. I'm not going to beg you to stay.” 


| thought you had feelings for me." 


"| do." 

"Then why are you being so stubborn?" 

"Habit." 

He stifled a laugh. "God, | hate you." 

"Does that mean we can have angry sex?" 

“All sex with you is angry." 

| sat on the bed and facepalmed. "Jason, don't go.” 

He dropped to his knees before me. We kissed deeply, lingeringly. 

"James," he croaked. 

| wrapped my arms around him and breathed in his scent. "Okay look, take the time you need to consider 
things. | promise to take it seriously, whatever it is you want to ask of me. But | can't promise more than 


that: 


“That's fair," he sighed and withdrew. "Right, have a nice weekend. You don't need me tomorrow do you? You 


and Kirk jerking off over guitar overdubs isn't my idea of fun" 
"That's right. See you Monday." 
He nodded and left. 


| lay back against the bed My lungs were about to explode. | missed Jason already and he'd only been gone for 
3 minutes. | picked up the phone. 


"Hello?" 

"Is it totally fucked up that | wanna tak to you about me and Jason?" 
"Is it totally fucked up that | wanna hear every single detail?" 

| closed my eyes. "Lars." 

"Want me to come over?" 


"No. We'll end up fucking." 


"Not necessarily.” 
"Come on. We sometimes do it without even realizing we're doing it" 


lm sitting here with a pile of divorce papers and proposed financial settlements. l'm not feeling very sexy at 


the moment, trust me. So what's going on? | can already guess." 

‘Oh, | don't think you can" 

"He's in love with you. | told you-" 

"Lars," | sighed. "There's no easy way for me to tell you this, but I'm falling for him too. He wants to ask me 
something. He said he needs time to consider shit but | think it's obvious what he is planning to ask. Until he 
does, we've taken a break" 


"Oh. Okay," he cleared his throat. "Didn't see that one coming.’ 


"Neither did |. But Lars, whatever it is, he knows the score. He knows that the chance of me ever agreeing to 


it is minimal." 
"Why?" 
"Why? Umm, let's see-" 


"Stop it. | don't have the energy for sarcasm. If you are really falling in love with Jason, then as much as it 


terrifies me, you need to do whatever he asks." 

"What about us?" 

We listened to each other breathing. 

"James. We're good. We'll always be good. It doesn't matter how many women or fucking bass players get in 
the way. This divorce has put shit into perspective for me. | see the bigger picture now. Sure, | could cry and 
scream and make demands, but that will only drive you away and jeopardize the band" 

"That will never happen | won't let it." 

"Exactly. So I'm not threatened by Newsted. All | have ever asked is that you be honest with me, and | can't 
fault you there. | know you were hurt when | married Debbie. It was only a matter of time until the tables 


turned. Just wish it wasn't Jason." 


"Kind of makes sense." 


"It makes perfect fucking sense. You haven't had a single serious emotional attachment with anyone outside the 
band, James. Do you realize that? Not one. But I'm not even going there. | really think you should go back into 
therapy." 


"Maybe you're right" 
"Im always right! 
"Fuck you! 

"I love you too" 
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| wasn't used to sleeping alone. | could barely remember the last time | had done that. There was always 
someone there with me. | don't mean that in a sleazy way. Most of the time it was Lars, recently Jason. In 
between my ex, and before her a host of other women. So Lars didn’t think | was capable of forming serious 
attachments outside the band. Did that make me gay? Maybe it was as simple as that. | wish it were. | called 
dinosaur chick and asked whether she was free right now. No way was | going asleep alone. The immediacy in 
which she was willing to drop whatever it was she was doing and drive to my place at lpm was suspicious to 
me. Turns out she knew all along who | was but didn't want to make me feel uncomfortable. Sure, because 


pretense makes me very comfortable. Whatever. She served a purpose. | fucked dinosaur girl well into the next 
morning and dropped her off at UC Berkeley before boarding a flight to LA. 


God, | missed Jason. 


Turns out that fucking other people when you're hooked on someone isn't very satisfying, and it makes no 
goddamn difference what they have between their legs. 


| looked out of the window at the rolling cotton clouds, and saw Jason in every facet and every formation My 


imagination bloomed in a riot of color and it hit me like a flash of lightning illuminating the darkest winter skies. 
| missed Jason. 
| missed his quick wit and easy charm. 


| missed the way his fingers moved and tapered when he was excited about something. | missed that look of 


total rapture when he was playing his bass. 


| missed Jason. | missed the way his hair flopped over one side of his face. | missed the way his flesh gleaned 


and gilded my own with desire. A metal messiah. 


| looked at the clouds and drew them inside me to spin into other worlds where Jason and | could be together. 


There would be no priests and no saviors. 
There would be no devils, no ghosts and no gods. 
| missed Jason. 


| closed my eyes and a single tear rolled down my cheek. My chest hurt as though | had been holding my 


breath for a very long time. 


The Penile System 


| could tell you, 
but then I'd have to kill you 
December, 1990 


FUS was afoot. It was spreading. It was mutating. The horror and the helplessness with which it haunted 
innocent souls was staggering. | had cornered the culprit. It was our last night in the Cascades, which was a 
mercy because Dave and | were on the fucking freeway to cabin fever. Finally, | had found the antidote to 
Mustainemania Spend five days cooped up with the fucker. | loved him really. As much as you can love any 


sneering pink ogre tease (SPOT). Which of course made me think of my own SPOT. 


| missed Axl. But | wouldn't have to wait long before | saw him and the others, because they were making their 
way up north to meet me in a secret location (Dave left the West Coast altogether.) | was on the cusp of 
brokering a deal with the Surefios through my main man Tony. Basically, Dave and | would pay them what the 
Nortefios were demanding in a calculated Machiavellian ploy to slight the Nortefios and get them to break turf. 
This would give the Surefios the excuse they needed to expand their territorial monopoly to the Bay Area (To 
say nothing of impressing other Latino gangs and gaining the approval of el grande padre in Mexico.) But there 
was a problem with that. A snag, if you will. The Sureños also wanted me to move 30kg of black tar heroin. 
That's why Dave and | were still in hiding. Shit had to be fine-tuned. But at least they were no longer 
threatening to fuck with our hands. We had made good progress. 


(I know this might sound funny to you, but | trusted the Surefos. Crazy as a box of frogs and ruthless 
criminals, but they didn't go back on their promises.) 
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Being with Duff again felt like a spaceball ricocheting between planets. Sex was always hot between us. But it 
was getting even hotter. We were no longer fucking, we were morphing and dissolving in and out of each other. 
It was marginally sinister. Having sex with Duff was meteoric, dazzling, transcendent, and over far too soon, 
even when we spent hours doing it. | didn't have any juice left in me. | was marble. He was granite. You could 


have opened our veins and found dust and gravel. 


We were curled into the Duzzy pretzel and would have probably stayed like that forever and sprouted weeds, 
were it not for Duffs addiction. 


"Hmm," he tapped my back 
"Mmm" 


"Drirk” 


"Mmm" 

"lz," he lifted his head and accidently found my lips. 

| groaned. "No spit left" 

"That's why we need vodka," he wobbled up. "I feel sick" 

"Water, Duff. Bring the bottle over." 

He staggered over to the kitchenette and retrieved a bottle of Evian, vodka and dried fruit. Duff knew that 
nuts and dried fruit were my favourite snack. Did you know that pistachios have been shown to increase blood 
flow to the brain and genitals? | ate a lot of them. That explained my sexual potency and superhuman 
brainpower. 

“Apricots or papaya?" 

"Water." 

He gave me the bottle and sat cross-legged before me. We ate the nuts and dried fruit in silence, savouring 
each other's company. He fuelled his addiction. | lit a cone of incense and a heady veil of jasmine smoke filled 
the cabin. 

"So," | sighed "As usual, | need to confess something.” 

Duff rolled his eyes. "Fuck, Izzy. You and Dave had sex, huh?" 

"Not exactly." 

"You gave him a handjob." 

| laughed and choked on a pistachio. He smacked my back a little too eagerly. 


"Shit," | coughed and drank water. "Yeah. | did." 


"Do you feel duty-bound to jerk off every ginger singer in the northern hemisphere? Are you going for Mick 


Hucknall next? Do you want me to dye my hair, Izzy?" 
| laughed. 
"Perhaps you'd like me to fuck you with a carrot. Will that do it for ya?" 


| laughed harder. 


He shook his head. "Deviant motherfucker." 
‘I'm your deviant motherfucker." 


He lay back on the bed. "Damn right," he prodded my balls with his toes. "Just remember that you're mine, 
Izzy. Especially when there are redheads in the vicinity." 


"We didn't kiss," | grabbed his foot and started to rub it. 
"Really?" he pushed up onto his elbows, eyes shining. 
"Yeah. | don't wanna do that with anyone but you," | kissed his sole. 


He smiled. "Izzy, | know this shit makes you uncomfortable. But | love you. Just wanted to say it. You don't 
have to say it back Its cool," he lay back again 


| hugged his leg to me and smiled. "Duff, | am crazy about you. Totally fucking loco. | would lick the sweat off a 
dead dog's balls for you." 


"Yummy," he chuckled. "I forgive your indiscretion 


| climbed on top of him. "Now then, what can we do together that doesn't involve guitars, spit or spunk? At 


least for the next few hours?" 

He swept his hands around my neck. "Let's hit the jacuzzi." 
"Awesome. That was inspired, Duffy." 

He belted me. 


eR 


The next morning | drove into town and contacted Tony as planned. No news as yet. The Surefos were taking 
their sweet time in deliberating my fate. | had no idea how | was going to move 30kg of smack. The outlaw in 
me was thinking about buying it myself and laundering the money, dipping brown sugar into the Mississippi. But 
the cynic in me wanted to sell it to the Nortefos, because that appealed to my sense of fun. Having my 
fingers chopped off did not. So | was back to square one. 


| went into a book shop and checked out the law and crime sections. The internalisation of law as a set of social 
prohibitions is the earliest lesson afforded to us by our parents, the principal law-givers. Had my parents 
failed? Well, | pretty much raised myself. My folks didn't give a crap about me. | don't have any memories of 
celebrating my birthday or being hugged and cherished. But it made me resilient. It made me tough. When | 


met Axl, | was already a felon Minor misdemeanours, but there is no doubt in my mind that had we not found 
success with Guns N' Roses, | would be serving time right now. Probably San Quentin. Probably a lifer. Axl was 
also a delinquent. That's another reason why we jelled so well together. We saved each other's lives. 

When | got back to our secret location, my bandmates were out. | found myself all alone in a quiet mountain 
cabin. | was getting used to living like this, and wondered whether | could leave LA. altogether and move into a 
small cottage in the woods. | lit a candle and mediated, tuning in to my Cheyenne spirit guide. | then strurmmed 
my guitar for a while, before settling on the plush couch and opening my new book. 

EK 

Slash was rolling a joint on the floor. "The penile system, huh?" 

Axl nudged him with his knee. "Penal, Slash. Not penile." 

"So like, one is penitentiary. The other is dick" 

Duff laughed. | looked at Slash. "Why do you do that?" 

"What?" he creased the paper between his thumbs and forefingers. 

"Act dumb." 

"Cause then | can shock the crap outta people when they least expect it” 

| grinned and went back to my book. 

Axl tugged Slash's hair. "I'm cold" 

"Gimmie 10 seconds." 

"lam nothing if not accommodating. 10....8.." 

Slash grinned and fired up. He took a long drag before passing the joint over to Duff, who was sprawled on the 
opposite couch with me. He then slowly draped himself over Axl, who spread his mane of dark curls over his 
chest and sighed contentedly. 

"That's better," he caressed Slash's back. "Read to us, lz" 


| read out a few paragraphs and they listened attentively. 


"Bullshit," Axl spread Slash's hair over his face like a fan. 


| put the book down and arched a brow. But he couldn't see that. 

"What's bullshit?" Duff asked. 

Axl moved Slash's hair away from his mouth. "We're born into a control structure and taught to oblige 
authority because it's the key to the kingdom of comfort. To say nothing of survival. Ain't nothing to do with 
morals. Fuck that shit." 


| blew out smoke. "I'll agree with that. We enter into an unwritten contract with society that allows us to 


follow certain rules and expect returns on our investment." 


Duff yawned. "That's still working within a fucking framework of authority, though. Ain't it? Doesn't matter 


whether you're a taxman or a rock star." 
"That's what | was thinking," Slash drawled. "We're all slaves." 


"Oh, | don't think so," Axl hoisted him up like a ragdoll. Slash loved it. "Some of us opt out of the system of 


obedience. Take Izzy here, screwing the man and the mob." 


| laughed. "Gee, Ax. That's the nicest thing you've ever said about me. But we're not on vacation here, are we? 


Obedience doesn't distinguish between law and the outlaw." 


Slash traced slow, featherlight kisses over Axl's neckline. He then pressed his thigh between Axl's legs and pried 
them open, unzipping him with nimble fingers. Axl moaned softly and raked his fingers through Slash's curls. 


Duff watched them. 
| went back to my fucking book 

"Which one are you, l2?" Axl murmured. "Law? Or the outlaw?" 

My eyes were on the book "A consortium of both" 

Duff chuckled. "Ain't that right! 

"Consortium of both," Axl repeated, his breathing laboured with need. 

"You need to remember that people don't have a stable identity," | ventured. 
Slash snorted "Nobody knows that better than Ax: 


"So anyway, it would not be unreasonable to argue that we act out the rules created by a society that has 


successfully harnessed our minds, our unstable identities, through the indoctrination of prohibition” 


"In other words, the law," Axl chuckled softly. "Oh, fuck yeah," he moaned. 
Duff grinned at them. | steeled my eyes for the inevitable. 


As | watched Slash giving Axl head, | experienced a strange out of body experience. My limbs clenched, my 
chest flushed hot and | could feel my dick straining against my jeans. But my mind wandered. It soared over tall 
boughs of ancient evergreens and into space. | closed my eyes and took a deep breath. This could be 
transcendental. Axl's soft, needy moans filled my head and expanded my lungs. | could feel every stroke of 
Slash's tongue over my own flesh, deep, heady and heavy in my blood. 


Duff unzipped me and took my hard flesh into his mouth. | opened my eyes and stroked his hair with tender 
fingers. Fuck. He was giving me so much pleasure. | arched into him and a low moan hung in the air, my own, 


thick as molasses, glazing in the sun. 


| looked at Axl, his auburn tresses spilled over the couch. He met my gaze and we exchanged lazy, blissed-out 
smiles. He hissed and held Slash's head, before thrusting into his mouth with a groan. | wrapped my legs around 
Duff's neck and sunk deeper into the couch, deeper into nirvana, my climax reeling on the tip, crossing over 
from my stomach to my balls. Axl's orgasm filled the room with a shudder of moans and whimpers that 
sucked the air out of my lungs. It felt like being thrown against a barrage, again and again, and again, the 


pressure building and rising and swelling and pulsing- 

"Hhanng! | lifted into stratosphere. "Fuck..oh, God." 

| think | passed out. 
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Centuries later, the four of us were in the same place. Except that we were somewhat gruff and 
uncommunicative. There would be no more debating that evening. At some point, in the vast expanse of points 
and interstellar phenomena, Slash, Duff and | plugged in our gear and practiced. Axl cooked dinner. No, really. He 
was an excellent cook, as long as you didn't tell him what to make or put any limits on time, budget and 
ingredients. They ate herb-crusted lamb with sweet potato purée and roasted baby beetroots. | had the veg 
with the most delicious, moist nut cutlet | ever had. 

"Axl," | gazed at him. "Will you marry me?" 

"Nope," he popped a beet into his mouth. 


"Dude, seriously. Since when do you cook vegetarian food so well?" 


He shrugged. "I saw all those half-eaten packs of nuts and dried fruit on the counter and blitzed them with 
some shit | found in the fridge." 


Duff laughed. "Don't think | ever used my blender for food" 
"Smoothies?" | looked at him. 

"Sure, but | pour booze into them 

| took a swig of beer. "So anyway, what else is new back home?" 


"The usual pandemonium," Axl wiped his mouth and tossed the napkin on the table. "Oh, by the way, we're going 


on tour with Metallica next year." 

"What?" | dropped my knife. 

Duff touched my knee. "Nothing's final, Iz. Axl only suggested it to Het the other day." 
"Wow," | looked at Axl. "Couldn't have waited until you spoke to me about it first?" 
"Do you have any objections?" 

"That ain't the point." 


"Well," he sighed. "While you were out here playing Scarface with Megastaine and the Chicano bros, | had a 


band to run" 


"You know what," | pointed my fork at him. "This crazy good dinner has earned you the right to be a jackass. 
But it has a statute of limitations, Cinderella. Midnight" 


"Yeah? What happens at midnight, fairyfuckmother?" 
"Your ass is mine." 

Slash and Duff burst out laughing. 

Axl lit a cigarette. "Saw something you liked earlier, huh?" 


| wasn't finding shit funny anymore. "So besides going on tour with Metallica, which I'm too fucking angry to 


discuss right now, there anything else going on? New drummer?" 
"No. But James has a new boyfriend," Slash grinned. 


"What?" 


"Jason, | think. But who knows with those guys." 


"Yeah, cause we never get up to any shit like that, do we Slash?" | got up and left the table. "Fuckin hypocrite," 
| stormed out of the cabin, slamming the door behind me. 


| was furious. | needed to chill out. | needed something to relax me. Shit. | needed to go back inside to fucking 
get something to relax me. But Duff, my fallen angel on high, was two steps ahead of me. He emerged 
moments later with some weed. We sat on the porch swing and huddled under a comforter, while Duff rolled a 
joint. 

"Wanna talk about it?" he handed it to me. 

"l'm pissed off." 


"No shit. Why?" 


| fired up. "Why do | let Axl manipulate me? What is it, Duff? Do | have some kind of messed up, deeply-seated 


masochistic streak when it comes to that fucker?" 

Duff whistled "There's a minefield. Honestly? Yeah, you do. 

| clenched my jaw. "Fucked up" 

"But again, don't be angry with Axl for letting yourself be manipulated" 

"Fuck you," | tapped the joint against the swing and sighed. "Sorry 

"You can tell me to go fuck myself, Izzy. | don't care. But I'd rather you did it! 
"That's cute, Duff. Do you want Axl to fuck you too?" 


He looked at me. "Okay, now you're pissing me off. | think I'm being a goddamn saint for putting up with your 
crap, Izzy. Tread very fucking carefully.” 


"That told me," | blew out smoke. 
Duff snorted. "Yeah," he got off the swing and went back inside. 


My eyes carried over the rolling hills before me and the soft, snow-capped mountains beyond. And suddenly it 


hit me with enormous clarity and conviction. 


This time next year, | would no longer be a member of Guns N' Roses. 


| closed my eyes and listened to the chorus of crickets around me. An owl screeched in the distance. A wisp of 


smoke filled my nostrils, | opened my eyes and gazed into Axt's. 


"| can't decide," he sat on the swing. "Whether it's something I'm doing that is pushing you away. Or whether 
it's a deliberate, cunning manoeuvre on your part to fuck off” 


| couldn't muster the energy to answer. 

"Any insight?" 

I'm fresh out of insight, man." 

"Okay," he nodded. "Maybe it's a little of both then" 
"Axl" 

Hm?" 

‘I'm scared" 


And just like that, we were fourteen again, in the woods of suburban Lafayette. Sitting outside the abandoned 
hunting cabin. Our hunting cabin. 


"Me too, Izzy. That's a given. But let's not allow fear and self-loathing destroy us, you and me, and everything 


we've worked so hard to achieve." 

"What's wrong with me?" | whispered. 

Axl leaned against the headrest. "Alien Earth, lz. Remember?" 

"Yeah." 

"We'll go home, someday. Just gotta find that space shuttle first" 

We laughed. 

"So Izzy, what can | do to avert my share in this pending armageddon?" 

"Don't pull shit like consulting Metallica about something as major as going on tour together before speaking to 
me about it first. | don't care if I'm fuckin’ sleeping with the fishes in a goddamn Sicilian lagoon. You find me, 


and you clear it with me first." 


He shrugged. "Done. But | really don't get why you're so mad about it. This is Metallica we're talking about, our 


pals? We see them all the fucking time anyway." 
"Yeah, well, things are weird between me and Het. Don't think we're friends anymore." 


"The biggest bromance since Hitler and Stalin? I'm not worried about you fuckers. Come on man, he's got the 


softest heart this side of Disney" 

| fired up a smoke. "Going on tour with Metallica, huh?" 

"Get ready to go to bed at IOpm every night with a book and hot cocoa" 

| laughed. "There's more than enough rock 'n roll in our band to balance shit up" 
"Do you wanna roll my rock, Izzy?" 


"I'd sooner gun your roses, Axl.’ 


The Lars Situation 


One On One Recording Studios 
Los Angeles, December 1990 


They say that misery loves company. But | was happy to wallow in it without any witnesses. You see, | was 
reminded of an old Danish proverb that my Grandfather used to say: | rart vand er godt at fiske. I'm not going 
to translate it, because like most Nordic sayings it involves fish and sea and scheming. We were vikings, after 
all, But the idea is that we can take advantage of chaos and hardship to achieve our own ends. So | was happy 
to wait and watch. | was happy to let nature take its course. Oh hell, it wasn't easy. My whole body, every cell, 


bone and muscle, wanted to be with him. 
But it was no use. 

| was no use. 

And I'm not used to being no use to him. 
Does that makes sense? | dunno. 


It was one of those bright days in late December when the air is wet and the year is drawing its last gasp. | 
entered the silent studio that would soon teem with the whirl of electrics and set up my drum kit. | don't know 
why | bothered going home. Like, it was no longer home. | felt dispossessed. A nomad on eternity road. But it 
didn't matter, because | had other fish to fry. Here we go again with the fish..! can't help it. 


James was frightening me. 
It was all business. Cold, efficient, detached. 


He was filing studio logs and getting them all wrong, entering ticks instead of times, stuff like that. But | didn't 
mind going over them after he left the studio and correcting his mistakes. They made me laugh. Plus, that's 
my job. | didn't say anything because | didn't want to argue with him over something so silly. | could see that 
he was suffering. | could see that he was trying to keep shit separate and be professional. 


Every now and again he would cast a haunted look at Jason. Or regard me with expressive cobalt eyes that 
spoke volumes without saying a word. But he didn't need to say anything. Words are a pretext. James and | had 
little use for them. 


James was being crazy productive. He made us all copies of lyrics and expanded tabs for guitars and rhythm, 
with annotated beat components. We were all shocked. You should have seen my face. Like, | didn't even know 


he could do that. Just when | think | have James all figured out he gives me fucking drum tabs. 


"Lars?" 
| was looking at Bob but my mind was absent. "Yeah. The frequency?" 


"No, the signal level on ‘Sad But True’. We need to revisit the dynamics, its completely off during the bridge 


and 2nd chorus." 

| drew my knees to my chest. "Is that necessary?" 

"You tell me,” he played back the instrumental channel. 

"I hear too much reverb on the bass. It's drowning Kirk out.” 

"That's James, not Kirk" 

| narrowed my eyes. "No it's not." 

"Yeah, buddy. That's James. FYI, there's no reverb on the bass." 

| hunched forward and rubbed my face. "Shit. He's gonna have to redo it" 


"That would be my recommendation. We use reverb to enhance dynamics, not fix them. Would you like to break 


the news to James or shall |?" 


"IIl do it," | slumped back. "Look, Bob, | know we're scheduled in for another session before the holidays but we 
need time off. Like, fucking pronto." 


"Okay," he nodded. "You deserve it. You've worked your butts off over the last few weeks and we're making 
good progress. What about the overdubs? Do you want me to cancel that too? James and Kirk might be 
unhappy about that" 

"They'll do what | say,” | walked out of the control room and into the studio. 

"Guys," | called out. "Band meeting. Storeroom." 


"Kirk popped out for beer." 


"So | guess the three of us will have to find something to talk about. Gee, | can't imagine what we would have 


to say to each other." 


| opened the storeroom door for them. James flopped on the couch. Jason leaned against the table and folded 
his arms. They were both looking at me. 


Oh goodie. 
Joy of joys. 
Don't know how | fell into the role of fucking band arbitrator. 


"Okay," | closed the door and sat on the swivel chair. "So three things. First of all, James, you're gonna have to 


redo your parts on ‘Sad But True’. Dynamics are off." 
He shrugged and bounced his leq. 


"Good. Secondly, today is our last session before the holidays. I've cancelled Thursday, including tomorrow's 
overdubs. We're all exhausted" 


"Fine," Jason said and shifted his weight. 

| looked at James. He was staring at the wall. 
"Is that okay with you? Hello?" 

He nodded. 


"Cool. So that leaves the small matter of the big elephant in the room. Jason, | believe you had a certain 


request to make of James. Do you want me to leave the room?" 
"No." 


"Are you sure? Because trust me, | have no desire to be here while you hammer out the details of your 
relationship. Or more to the point, how to deal with the Lars situation" 


Jason frowned. "The what?" 


"You know what l'm talking about," | crossed my ankles. "Ending it with me so that you and James can be 


exclusive. Or some shit like that, right?" 

"Oh boy," Jason sat on the table and shook his head. "This is fucked up." 

| snorted. "Tell me about it. Its fucked up and some other things that I'll keep to myself. Meanwhile, it's fucking 
with his head and it's killing me. | feel like we're being held ransom while you take your sweet time with this. So 


come on. Out with it.” 


He sighed. "You got it all wrong." 


"What, exactly, do | have wrong?" 

‘It was never my intention to ask James to end it with you, Lars. You guys are like the fucking Himalayas. A 
force of nature, withstanding time and common sense. | have no problem with you sleeping together. I'm clued- 
in and confident enough to realise that it's integral to the way you connect and create together. I'm good with 
that" 

| gaped at him. "So what do you want?" 

"| want in" 

Aneurysm. 

Heart attack. 

"Urn..." 

"Not like tha# Jesus, Lars," he laughed. 


A smile ghosted James's lips. 


Should have known that the prospect of me and Jason in bed with him would cheer the fucker up. | gave 


James a look that said in your dreams He looked away. 

"What do you mean, you want in?" 

"| want to factor in the decision making process. | want to be consulted about stuff. | don't want James to just 
announce that he's going on a date and expect me to be cool with it. | want a real relationship. | have no 
problem making provisions for your time together. This is so fuckin’ weird, Lars. Why am | having this 
conversation with you?" 

“Because he's catatonic!" 

"So what else is new." 


James picked at a loose thread in his jeans. 


"So anyways," | sighed. "I feel like | owe you an apology. For like, expecting the worse. Thinking you were selfish. | 


don't want this to come between us, Jason" 
"It won't," he smiled. "Thank you for being so cool about it” 


Cool about it Go to hell, Jason. 


"Don't mistake my pragmatism for something it isn't. But I'm not going to let this ruin our friendship, or worse, 
my relationship with James. To say nothing of the band. I'm cool with it because | have no choice. I'll shut up 
now before | say something | regret." 

Jason nodded solemnly. "Well, that changes things. If my being with James hurts you that much, Lars, | can 
Tourniquet my feelings and get over him. Perfect timing, what with the holidays and all. | won't see you guys 
for a couple of weeks." 

| facepalmed and then looked at James. "Say something!" 

"My head is telling me that we should give each other space. Reassess shit in the new year. I'm finding it hard 
to be rational when | see you both every day. I'm torn between the desire to be with you and my 
responsibility towards the band. And your wellbeing, which is an extension of that. Unfortunately my desires 
and responsibilities are incompatible. So I'm forced to look at the bigger picture here." 

"Metallica," Jason murmured. 

"Metallica," | echoed. 

"Yep." 

"Okay," | shrugged. "So that's that" 

"Um, no. Not exactly," Jason scratched his chin 

We looked at him. 

"Guys," he spoke softly. "Like | said, | don't have a problem with you two being together. It would be too weird 
if you stopped doing whatever comes natural just because we're re-evaluating stuff. So l'm gonna fly out to 
Michigan tomorrow. I'll be back January 2nd. No hard feelings, no expectations. No headfuck. Okay?" 

| didn't know what to say. 

So | got up and gave him a hug before leaving them alone. 
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| still came into the studio the next morning. What did you expect? 


Ill tell you what / expected, Randy in the control room mixing and polishing harmonics. | did not expect James to 


be in the storeroom. Guess what he was doing. 


Uh huh, those damn studio logs again. Fandens 

"James," | snatched the pencil from him. "Why you keep doing this when it's obvious that | am erasing all your 
entries and correcting them? Look at this crap, why are you entering fucking guitar sequences under 
percussion?" 

He grinned at me. 

Should | kiss him or should | punch him? 

That's pretty much how | feel about this guy every single day of my life. 

| was wondering how long it would take you to confront me." 

"Confront you?" 

"That's right! Confront mel" he stood up and paced around. "Why are you being such a goddamn saint about 
this, Lars? I've been writing strings under guitars and drawing smiley faces instead of signing my name for 
days now. Nothing. You just carry on with your passive aggressive shit. Correcting my mistakes on the sly, like 
a thief in the night. Must be really fucking hard sleeping with that crown of thorns, huh?" 

| curled up on the couch and tried to make myself as small as possible. 

As insignificant as possible. 

As insignificant as | felt. 

"We're not talking about studio logs, are we." 

"NO SHIT!" 

"Calm down" 

He plopped on the couch with a huff. 

"Why are you so angry?" 


"Because | feel powerless! Whatever | do, | end up hurting somebody. Its fucking me up," he curled his fingers 


around my ankle and stroked my leg. 
"So you fuck with the studio logs and shout at me. Typical." 


James shifted against the headrest and looked at me. His blonde locks fell over his cheeks and shoulders. His 


eyes were a smouldering blue furnace. Then his hand snaked under my thigh and traced the outline of my dick 
| bit my lips. 


He rubbed my dick with his thumb, up and down. | closed my eyes, the roughness from the jeans created a 
wicked friction that made me gasp. Yeah, he knew how to play me. 


“That..never solves anything.” 
"But it provides temporary relief," he unzipped me. 
"James..." 


"Give in, Lars," his fingers brushed over my briefs, tormenting me, his index finger rubbing slow circles over 


the weeping head. Then he licked it, over the fabric. 
| moaned and shifted a little, giving him better access. 


Like | was really going to let something as trivial as feelings get in the way of this. We were all kinds of inside 
each other within seconds. 


EK 

My skin was a canopy of brackish bliss. He combed his fingers through my hair and tugged lightly at the ends, 
just the way | like it. | was deliriously high at that moment. Drunk on James. If pheromones had a scent, they 
would smell like him. 

"James," | drew myself up to him, my hair spilling over one side of his face. 

"Yes?" he stroked my lower back 

"Mmmmm" 

"That good, huh?" 

He slapped my ass. 

Every nerve ending in my body jumped. 


"You know what?" 


"Yeah?" he grinned. 


| rested my head on his chest. "I don't mind. You and Jason. Like, I'm never going to be ecstatic about it but | 


just realised that, actually, it doesn't hurt me anymore." 

He lifted my chin. "Really?" 

"Really." 

He folded his arms behind his head. "What's changed?" 
"Nothing," | smoothed my palm over his chest. "Everything" 
He drew me to him for a kiss. 


My tongue swept over his and tasted life. Woods and gunpowder. Lightness and intensity. Honey and lemon tea. 


Goodness. Goofiness. James | was getting drunk again. 


Nothing had changed, because nothing could violate our bond. And everything had changed because love grows 
out of nothing to become everything. 


The best expression of my love for James was time. 


And sometimes that meant gritting my teeth through the pain. 


Pervert 


Author's Notes: 
Chapter inspired by this photograph of Izzy. 


West Hollywood 
February |791 


Duff got me a kitten for Christmas. | laughed for days. But now, of course, | am totally besotted with the 
damn thing. He owns me. | named the creature Fenrir, after the monstrous wolf in Norse mythology. Yeah, 
calling a bitty kitty after a fearsome wolf is just my sense of humour. Fen is soft and serene and everyone 
who meets him falls in love. The other day, Duff and | took Fen for a stroll in our local botanical gardens. (Yes, 
we put Fen on a leash.) He met a bouncy King Charles spaniel and was excellent with him, and then we 


encountered a duck as we passed a lake. The duck was very regal and stately and Fen had a good sniff. 
What a rock star! 


(By the way, Axl wanted to name the kitten Chulla Chaki after a demon of the forest with one normal leg and 
one resembling that of a goat. Beats me.) 


Last night, | told Duff that | loved him. 
| actually used the word /ove, for the first time in my life. 


| blame the cat. | am like a lovelorn teenager over that dope. | sing to Fen while brushing him, gaze into his 
eyes, babble baby talk and feed him treats. Oh wait, thats what | do with Duff Sorry. But with Duff and Fen in 
my life, there is no room for darkness. Oh, it's always there. I'll never be totally rid of it. My soul is battle 
scarred. But | don't feel it as often as | used to. The darkness inside me is tapering away with the winter. Like 


a wisp of smoke too thin, too fragile, to bear any real consequence. 


James and | have been spending time in my garden. Talking, reconnecting. He pretty much moved in with me 
after the holidays, to be closer to One On One. | spend a lot of time at Duff's, so it works out well. (Fen lives 
with Duff. He wouldn't survive a week at Casa Stradlin) My winter garden is a magical place. It has literal 
drifts of snowdrops, and the first daffodils came out today. | have some purple crocuses that would make the 
most stunning shade for a guitar. In fact, | am thinking about commissioning a Fender with that exact hue. | am 
having springtime stirrings. | want dreadlocks. | want to have a dermal piercing and a wild, woad-hued tattoo 


from my collarbone up to my temple. | want to gulp mead, snort coke, mate with trees and satyrs. 


The housekeeper is here today and | am conscious that she can see me loafing in bed, all foul and feverish, and 


must think | am some weird layabout type.. 


Which, of course, | am not. 

| may have forgotten to mention that my housekeeper is an associate of the Surefos. Yeah, that old business. 
Its all so 1990. | managed to escape that malarkey with my fingers intact. Of course, | now have a Surefo spy 
cooking my food and washing my delicates twice a week. But Juanita cooks a mean tamale. And most of the 
time | can forget that she is there to spy on me. | don't mind her. She was a bit suspicious of James's 
presence in the beginning, but there is absolutely nothing about Hetfield that suggests Norteño drug lord, so 
he was off the hook pretty quickly. 

Happy new year. 
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"So there's something | gotta know," | sucked on the pipe and passed it over to James, who had taken to 
smoking sticky, resinous hash with me. 


He crossed his long legs over the coffee table. His hair spilled in messy corn-blond strands over one shoulder. 


"Yeah?" 

"How big are you?" 

He chuckled and took a hit. 

"The people wanna know, Het" 

"The people should mind their fucking business." 

"Think of the people as ignorant asswipes." 

"| do." 

"Who will chase you with rakes and pitchforks if you don't fess the fuck up." 
He fixed me with his trademark piercing blues. "Where's this coming from?" 
"The bottom of my black heart:" 

"Heh. Well, Izzy, | find myself in a predicament.” 

"| love predicaments." 


"Because | can't think of way To describe it to you without saying Big Ben or Washington Monument. Wouldn't 


want you to think I'm big-headed." 

"Just big dicked." 

"That's right.” 

"So what are we talking about here? Six inches? Seven?" 

"Would you like to see it?" 

"No. | have enough complexes without adding another to the list" 

"What can | say, Izzy. | have a big dick. It's not all it's cracked up to be." 
‘I'm sure Lars and Jason would disagree." 

He glared. 

"Come on, man It was meant to be funny. 


He pushed forward on the couch. “Ain't nothing funny about my situation. Wanna hear the real irony in all this? 


The sting in the tail? The fuckin’ punch?" 
"What's the punch?" 
‘lm not getting any!" 


| laughed and lit the pipe. "If shit's too complicated with Lars and Jason, hook up with someone else. What about 
that chick you were with a while back?" 


"Dinosaur girl?" he frowned. "Izzy, | don't want anyone else. Do you?" 


"No. 


"There you go," he plumped back and fiddled with a lighter. "Getting hornier than a three peckered billy goat. 
Let's go hunting. | need to shoot something." 


"James, I'm vegetarian and against hunting. Hell, why not. Guess | owe you for missing Eldorado. Let's hit a 


Republican rally while we're at it" 
Toothy grin. "Cool, | can make a donation" 


James Hetfield. To kiss or to fist? Fuck Shakespeare. That is the real question | grabbed the phone and dialled a 


number. James lit the pipe and took another hit. 
"Studio two." 

"Who the fuck are you?" | frowned. 

"Who the fuck are you buddy?" 

‘Izzy Stradlin Is Lars there?" 

"Oh, hi Izzy. It's Bob Rock. One moment" 

James glared. "The fuck you calling Lars for?" 
"Got a question for him," | grinned. 

James narrowed his eyes. 

"Hello?" 

"Ulrich, my man, how's tricks?" 

"Hey Izzy. James isn't here. Fucker didn't show up." 
"| know. He's right here. Calling for you, pal." 


"What? What the fuck is James doing there when he's supposed to be in the studio working? Put him on the 
phone, Izzy." 


"Wait, | wanna know how you do it" 
"Do what?" 

"Keep yourself from killing him." 
‘Its a full-time fucking job!" 

"He's horny." 


Lars laughed. "Yeah? Well, that's easily solved. Wish all my problems were that simple. Tell James to get his 


ass to One On One and I'll take care of him." 


"Take care of him, care of him? Like the Sureños wanted to take care of me?" 


He laughed some more. 

"Wow, Lars, you have a beautiful laugh. Like a bell” 

"Thank you. | think" 

“What about Jason?" 

"What about him?" 

"He there?” 

a 

"Here's my suggestion Ditch the session, come over to my place and spend some time together. Like, the three 
of you," | winked at James. "lm heading over to Duff's anyway and have a huge bed with luxury Egyptian 
cotton sheets. Just putting it out there” 

"Yeah, thanks, but | don't think so’ 

"Why? Think about it. A little risqué, but it could be the answer to your dilemma’ 

"One problem with that 

"What's that?" 

"| don't want Jason! He doesn't want me!" 

"You sure about that?" 

"Er du fanden retarderet!" 


"That sounded English enough for me to understand" 


I'm getting annoyed, Izzy. | hear what you're saying and | know you only wanna help, in your usual weird, 


fucked up way, but having a threesome will not solve our problem." 
"Give it a try!" 
"PUT JAMES ON THE FUCKING PHONE, IZZY! NOW!" 


| winced and gave James the cordless phone. 


"Hi," he cradled the phone with his shoulder and lit the pipe. "Yeah, sorry, lost track of time. I'm stoned. Heh. 
What are you guys up to? Uh huh. Well, | can do that tomorrow. So listen, Stradlin's a fruit loop but he's right 
about us spending time together. Come over. Let's hit the pipe, the three of us. See what happens,” he 
chuckled. "Okay, Lars, calm down. Just you then. No, | really want you to. Please. | miss you so fucking much 
that I'm smoking weed with a goddamn hippie. Is that what you want? For me to turn into Izzy? Grow dreads? 
Eat lentils? Surrender the right to bear arms?" 

He hung up and flashed me a grin. "He's on his way." 

| arched my brow. 

Fifteen minutes later, | was ready to drive over to Duff's for the night. 

| bid the gun-toting Neanderthal adios. He was headbanging to Iron Maiden's ‘Seventh Son of a Seventh Son’. | 
was happy that | was able to help him and Lars out, albeit in my weird and fucked up way. | opened my front 
door and a radiant white sneer greeted me on the other side. Tumbles of luscious, auburn curls. High chiselled 
cheeks. Body of Apollo. Counterfeit Canadian. Dave motherfucking Mustaine. 

Oh Godl 

Reverse k'powl 

Shit Shit! 

"Dave!" 

| pushed him back while he pushed me forward. 

Which resulted in a semi-standing dry hump. 

"What are you doing here?" | hissed. 

‘Its called a visit, Stradlin Brought you that turbo fuzz pedal.” 


"Groovy! Awesome! I'm just about to leave. Rat check? Rain check?" 


"Izzy," he pushed me against the wall. "You're not going anywhere," he traced my collarbone with calloused, 


rimble fingers. God, it felt good. 


"Dave," | smiled. "| have a boyfriend waiting for me. To say nothing of a spritely kitten. Thank you for the pedal. 
But now, | really gotta leave." 


"Sure," he let go of me and flicked his hair. Oh, God 

"We'll reconvene soon, okay?" 

"Okay. | miss fucking with you," he grinned. 

"Don't you have Junior to fuck with?" 

"Izzy, we've been through that. That's a whole other story.” 

"Right, sorry." 

| closed the door behind us and sighed in relief. 

XE% 

Okay, there is something serious that | need to address here. | have no idea how | became the resident 
pervert in this operation. Honestly, people take one look at me and expect broiled chickens bleating out of my 
ass. What is it about me that suggests Dickensian creep in a liplock with the horny hunchback of Notre-Dame? 
Answers on a postcard: 

Izzy Stradlin 

bbb The River Styx 

Plenty of Chicks 

And a Few Pricks 


West Hollywood, CA 


So | was loafing on the chaise longue. Drinking beer, strumming my guitar, rewriting Beethoven's 5th. Duff 
swaggered in with a shit-eating grin and a platter of crudité. 


"Hey man," | smiled. "Sup?" 
"Izzy," the twinkle in his eye could have lit up a frat house. 

He produced a sizeable carrot. 

| looked at it. Then | looked at Duff. 

"McKagan, if you think I'm gonna let you fuck me with that carrot-" 


Crunch 


Folks never taught you to chew with your mouth shut?" 

"Nah, too many siblings. That's the only way we'd get heard. Izzy..." 
"Duff." 

"PLEASE!" 

"Are you fuckin’ kidding me? You actually wanna put that in me?" 
"Yog" 

"And /m the pervert in this relationship?" 

"Yes," he smiled indulgently. 


| eyed the carrot suspiciously. | was somehow concerned that it would sprout wings, lungs, sentience, and find 


its way up my ass. 


"This is one of those rare occasions where | don't know whether you're kidding or not. I'll assume that you're 


serious. Because, let's face it, | have my share of kinks too." 


"Thought you'd be into it," he stroked the carrot suggestively. "Given your penchant for all things auburn. If 
you play your cards right, there might be an orange in your future." 


‘Okay sicko, listen up! You can fuck me any time you want. Do it to me in my sleep. Whatever. But keep the 


fuckin’ fruit and veg away from my ass. ls that clear?" 


He pouted. "But Izzy," he looked at the carrot, and then offered it to me. "I spent ages smoothing it out. Look at 
this thing, Its silky soft." 


"Yeah. Cause that's what you want in bed. A soft dick" 

"Well excuse me for wanting to make it as nice for you as possible!" 
"Duff!" 

"Yes!" 

"Tell me you're kidding!" 


He frowned at me. 


And then burst out laughing. "Oh dude! Oh fuck! Your face!" he giggled and rolled over the carpet, holding his 
stomach. | heaved a deep sigh. 


What did | tell you about FUS? It provides cheap and cheerful entertainment. 


"Duff," | gave the carrot a bite. "You appear to have taken leave of your senses. But I'm still frazzled from my 


little run-in with the mob and could really do with some rest." 


"Yeah," he grinned. "All that time cooped up in a deluxe honeymoon cabin suite in one of the most beautiful 


places in America must have really taken it out of you." 
"Hey! | was on the run!" 

"From Mustaine's dick?" 

"Fuck you," | chewed. 

He smirked playfully, eyeing the carrot. 

"Duff," | put the carrot down. "Speaking of sexual kinks." 
"Yoooes?" 

"There's something I'd like to try." 


He stretched out on the carpet. "This should be interesting, given that we've pretty much done every position 
known to man and beast." 


| smiled darkly. "My innocent darling." 

He arched his brow. "Go on" 

| want to asphyxiate you." 

"You wanna strangle me?" 

"Not exactly," | shook my head. "Breath control play. Reduced oxygen to the brain and the accumulation of 
carbon dioxide increases feelings of light-headedness and giddiness, which really amps up sexual pleasure. Its 
incredible." 


"l'm intrigued. You ever done that?" 


| nodded. 


"With Mustaine?" 

"Duff!" 

"Okay, sorry. Just sounds like the sort of thing he'd be into. Axl?" 

"Jesus Christ. Please don't give him ideas. When the brain is deprived of oxygen, it induces a kind of lucid, 
trippy state. Can't remember what the medical term is, but anyway, combined with orgasm, the rush feels like 
crack. | am not kidding." 

"Sold!" he chuckled. "One caveat though." 

"Yeah?" 

| do it to you first" 

| frowned. "That's silly, and not very safe, given your lack of experience." 

"Guide me." 


Meow. 


"Hello," | picked Fen up and stroked him. "What do you think? Shall | let Duff asphyxiate me while he's jacking me 
off? Can he be trusted?" 


Fen purred. 
Duff threw his head back and laughed. 


"Loud and clear, Fen. But if something happens to me, you'll only have yourself to blame. Okay? Think you can 
live with that?" 


He mewled and licked his paw. | put Fen on the floor and he darted over to Duff, who picked him up and cradled 


him in his open palm. 

"So Izzy," he tickled Fen and kissed his head. "Wanna do it now?" 

"Um..." 

"Of course you do. And | have some pent up frustration that will come in handy. Come here," he winked at me. 


"Fen, you're too young to witness this. Yes you are. Who's the sweetest kitty in the world? Yes! Youl Now 


scram. Or I'll send you packing to uncle Axl’ 


Fen hissed and then slinked out of the lounge. 
| grinned. 

Duff motioned me over with his finger. 

God, | love him. Sigh 


"Duff," | sprawled on the carpet beside him. "I'm a little concerned that you might be a little too into this, but 
we'll see how it goes. If | tell you to let go, you let go." 


He grinned and climbed on top of me. "Sure," he nuzzled me and kissed my neck "So what, we make out and 


then | start strangling you?" 


"Mmm, kind of," | swept my fingers through his hair. "But wait for my cues. Don't just throttle me. I'll tell you 
when and I'll tell you ho-" 


He kissed me hard 


Before long, our clothes were strewn over the carpet and we were absorbed in a heated mess of moans and 
sighs, tongues entwined, limbs crushing over hot, hard flesh. 


| sucked Duff off, taking my time with him, enjoying every throb and shudder, every heartbeat, compounding 


my own fun a millionfold 
"lz," he tugged my hair. "Gonna come..should | wait?" 
Damn. | didn't want to stop sucking his dick. It was one of my favourite activities. 


| withdrew. "Yeah," | kissed his abdomen. "Wait until later, when | do it to you. Trust me, Duff, it will blow your 


mind." 
He took a deep breath. | stretched out beside him. 


"So," he shifted onto his side and grabbed my dick. "What now?" he gave me a couple of long, lazy pumps while 


| tried to remember what now, indeed. 
"What?" 


He grinned and climbed on top of me, pumping with me with hand while the other crept up to my neckline. "Still 


wanna do this?" 


"Yeah," | breathed. 


| took his hand and hooked his thumb and index finger around my right carotid artery. "Press, gently,” | 


murmured. He did what | said, eyes boring into mine. 


"Fuck...feels...incredible. Harder," | moaned, my eyes fluttering shut as he stroked me faster and his fingers 
tightened around my neck 


"Are you okay?" 

| gasped. He eased off. 

"No, that's good, don't stop." 

Duff swept his tongue over my bottom lip and sucked it in. He increased the pressure around my neck and 
stopped pumping me for a moment, his fingers brushing over my cockhead, playing with the precum, teasing, 
tantalising, torturing 

"Duff." | moaned. 

"Okay?" 

"Mm," | licked my lips. "Harder" 

"Syro?" 

"Yeah" 

He went for it. 

Polka dots danced in my field of vision. | felt dizzy. His fist resumed its mission around my dick, stroking me 
harder than before. | was faint, fluid, the shroud beckoned, while the pleasure swirled and escalated like liquid 
fire in my veins. 

"An..sec..don..sto.." 

Gunshot! 

"DUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUFF!" 

My body morphed into an aerated shell that thrashed in a spasmodic fit of pleasure. Every cell, every orifice, 


every muscle, swelled and distended. | came hard until there was nothing left in my private paradise but a 
surge of stickiness that kept on gushing. 


"Wow," Duff murmured and dipped his finger in my copious release, bringing it to his mouth. "You weren't 


exaggerating,” he licked it up. 


| had a nebulous sensation of Duff's tongue sweeping over my stomach and licking me clean, but my head had 


imploded, exploded, given up to interstellar nuclei. 


Rock Stars 


Conway Recording Studios 
Hollywood, March 1991 


Guns N' Roses are a nest of neuroses and lunacies, a ship of fools that relies on one semi-psycho captain to 
sail the fucking thing. And that captain is Axl. It boils my blood, because as cracked and dysfunctional as they 
are, Guns N' Roses are stil! a shedload more productive than we are. Double album. Thirty songs. Minimum of 
[50 contractually obligated minutes. Jesus Christ. Its a miracle if Kirk and | manage to overdub a guitar 


channel between us. 

How the fuck do they do it? 

Its the darndest thing when the person to bring shit home to you is some dude you had a flirting disdain for 
until fairly recently. | say disdain, | mean dislike. But that too would be inaccurate. | have never disliked Axl. But 
he bugged me. Too high maintenance. | don't do high maintenance. It's a full-time job maintaining my own sock 
puppets, let alone Axl's stick figures. | guess Axl and | had some stuff in common. Both frontmen. Both 
songwriters. Both, um, yeah. That's it. Oh, there's Izzy. We had Stradlin in common. But really, that's as far as 
it fucking went. Or so | kept telling myself. 

"Dude," Kirk packed his nose. "I love this new you." 


| stretched my legs over Slash's amp. "I'm not joining any clubs." 


Slash cut the blow into four neat lines. "Hammett," he grinned. "Don't confuse Het with the facts. We're having 
too much fun" 


"Do we know we're here?" | scratched my head. 
Kirk fell off the stool and Slash doubled over. Their curls bounced in unison. 


"What | mean is, fuck," my mind was melting. "Gotta stop doing this shit. Do Lars and Jason know we're here? | 
mean, right now?" 


"As opposed to next Tuesday?" Kirk chortled "Oh man. You're killing me here. We're having a battle of the 
bands party. Did you forget?" 


"So that's what l'm doing here?" 


More laughter. 


Getting pissed here. 

What does a man have to do to get a straight answer in this place? 

The doors swung open and Duff walked in flanked by Axl and Izzy. Axl ignored our greetings and headed 
straight to the control room while the other two ambled over to our little den of vice. | dropped my legs off 
the amp and Izzy sat on it. 

We pulled funny faces at each other. 


"Dude," Izzy's eyes widened. "Oh, hell, yeah!" 


| see your hell and raise you the inferno," | snapped. "What the fuck is going on with that bird's nest, Izzy? 
Ever heard of shampoo? Goddamn fuckin’ hippie." 


Duff laughed. "You tell him, James!" he dipped his head over an amp and snorted coke. 


Izzy shrugged. "Yeah. Well, Het, we can't all rock the airboating on the bayou look the way you do. Speaking of 


hairdos, | see a mullet in your future." 
Toothy grin. "Don't tempt me." 
"Maybe you can invite us all to a pig pickin’ while you're at it." 


"Sure," | folded my arms behind my head. "I'll throw some bean sprouts on the grill for you. Maybe we can 


invite Hare Krishna and really go to town" 

"Fuck you," Izzy flipped me off. "Fucking redneck" 

Slash frowned at Duff. "These two really living together?" 

Duff barked out a laugh. "Iz moved in with me, dumbass. Hets crashing at Izzy's." 
"They dig each other really,” Kirk chuckled. "It's like fucking foreplay for these two." 
"There goes breakfast" 

"Oh, hell, Hammett!" 

"And possibly lunch, too," | mumbled. 


Slash draped himself over Kirk's back and swept his arm under his neck "So James, if something tragic were 


to happen to Kirk, can | audition for Metallica? | hear that's the only way a dude has any chance of getting into 


your pants.” 

They howled with laughter. 

"Slash," | grinned. "While its true that my taste for dick is Metallica-exclusive, l'm willing to make a rare 
exception in your case and let you suck my dick. Just let me clear it with your owner. Then we can have a 
quiet moment behind an amp. AXL!" 


"No, no," Slash whined. "Don't piss him off, he's in a bad mood." 


Izzy joined Duff on the carpet and sat against his chest. Duff wrapped his arms around his waist and nuzzled 


him. | had never seen a couple so in love. 


"Jesus, you guys are fucking disgusting," Kirk frowned. "James, don't ever do that shit with Lars or Jason in 


the studio." 
| glared. "When the fuck have you ever seen me doing anything like that?" 
"Good point," Kirk winked and wrestled Slash to the floor. 


"Hello," you-know-who slinked in like a tiger and perched on the opposite amp. "I see that our lead guitarists are 


demonstrating the crucial flaw in Darwinian evolution" 

"Yeah," | grinned at my monkey with pride. Then | looked at Kirk 
"You called?" Axl arched a brow. 

Slash gave me a pitiful look. 


"Yeah," | nodded. "We got the tenders from Geffen the other day. Looks good. Looking forward to meeting with 


you and the attorneys next week." 


"That's it Hetfield? You got the fucking tour proposals? Wanna call me next time you take a dump or trim your 
fuckin’ tache?" 


"Told you so," Slash mumbled, 
But Axl didn't intimidate me. He was like an overgrown street cat. 
"IIl do that. Meanwhile," | held my junk. "Why don't you sit and spin, Axl." 


He smiled. 


eR 


Duff prodded Jason with the neck of his Fender. "Fuck that, it doesn't sound right. | don't care how many times 
Flea and Steve fucking Harris do it" 


Jason nodded. "It would be a hassle if you had to hop in the air and use your fuckin’ feet to karate-chop two 


strings simultaneously-" 

"Every time you wanted to slap that chord! Exactly!" Duff rolled his eyes. 
"Besides, eagles lack manual dexterity," Kirk mused. 

Jason and | cracked up. 

"Huh?" 


"So | can understand why they'd want to leave that shit out. Eagles are all about minimalism. They would make 


terrible bass players." 


"Okaaay," Duff packed his nose. "Fuck me. Like, | really dig you, Hammett. You're one of my favourite people. But 
boy do you fucking weird me out sometimes. Eagles?" 


Kirk looked at me. "No imagination, huh?" 
"No Hamster. Your particular breed of humour is lost on McKagan" 


Duff grinned. "Was that a veiled insult?" 


"Wasn't particularly veiled, man," | swilled beer and looked at Lars and Axl in the control room. Then | looked at 
Izzy, who was tuning his guitar. He met my gaze. 


| motioned him away and he followed me into the kitchenette. 
Izzy held my face. "Motherfucker, tell me you ain't cheating. 
| chuckled. "Slash's hoard, man. Which makes it yours." 
"Damn right." 

"Which makes it the Surefios'." 


"Damn straight." 


"Which makes it Mesoamerican colonialism." 
"You're a trip, Het." 


"Yeah, it's a fucking hoot being me. Izzy, what is going on with your hair? Are you adding Rastafarianism to 


your list of crimes against humanity?" 
‘Its a fashion statement." 
| laughed. Izzy held his cool for two seconds before laughing with me. 


"You look like a bum. Have you fallen on bad times? Should we take up a collection for you? Buy you some 


soap? Give you a hose down?" 


"Hardy har har, James. You're lost on Metallica man, you should be flipping burgers in some gas station 


canteen out in the boonies." 
"| see myself as more of a farmer." 
"That makes two of us." 


"So anyway, take a fucking shower and put some decent clothes on. That shirt looks like something your cat 


threw up in a furball." 

"You are such a dickwad, Hetfield. Do you know that?" 
| try." 

"| smell like fucking roses! Wanna sniff me?" 

"Think l'Il pass, buddy." 


"No, come on, smell me," he unbuttoned his shirt. "The fucking swamp thing of Boggy Creek is challenging my 
hygiene standards. | want you to sniff me!" 


| beg your pardon? Swamp thing? | am fucking known for my cosmic scent" 
"Oh sure, they can smell your stench in other galaxies!" 
| pulled my shirt off. " You fucking smell me motherfucker!" 


Yeah. | wish | could tell you that we were being silly, but the truth is that we were both dead serious. Izzy 
threw his shirt off and | rammed into him. We tackled each other to the floor and | pinned him down and 


jabbed my fist in his face. 
Then we saw five pairs of eyes observing us from the door. 
Lars frowned. "Do we need to talk about this?" 


eK 
They played ‘You Could Be Mine’. We played ‘The Unforgiven. 


There wasn't much talking, but there were smiles, and sighs, and surrender to a kind of awed wonder that we 
gifted each other with. These exchanges, fondly known as our battle of the bands parties, were one of the 
happiest experiences of which we were capable. It's one thing sharing the creative passion with your 
bandmates, but sharing it with an extended family of another band that you trusted and felt comfortable 
enough with to allow this creative synergy was a powerful thing. It was a deep aesthetic and, dare | say, erotic 
rush to rank with the finest that music can deliver. It was truly one of the things that made our lives worth 
living, because it convinced us that the time we have for living is quite finite. Because our music is finite. 


Because long after we are dead and buried, people will still be rocking out to Guns N' Roses and Metallica. 
It's great being rock stars. It compels us to face the task of creating ourselves. Axl calls it ‘the process of 
Godding’. Trust Axl to come up with genius shit like that. It was an interesting train of thought that took me 
from the sublimity and timelessness of nature through to the fleeting experience of fast-paced, urban life, 
reaching a final destination: the invention of man, and the deification of the self. Godding 


Jason frowned. "James, why is sex your answer to everything?" 


"Jesus," | withdrew from him and swept a hand through my hair. | never felt less like a rock star than in 
Jason's presence. "What is it with you?" 


"| just want us to move forward. | can't stand this one foot in, one foot out thing that you have going with 
Lars. It's not what | signed up for." 


"I told you | would take care of it. Now is not the time." 
"Is never the time until you make it the time." 
"It ain't that easy, Jason!" 


"It is when you know what you want," he sighed. "James, | love you. But if we're going to be together you've 
got to stop thinking of his needs and start thinking about mine." 


"I am always going to think about his needs, Jason He is my partner. My soulmate. So you need to decide 


whether you can live with that." 


"Your partner? Your soulmate? Really? | already told you that I'm fine with that. | can bite that bullet. But | 


refuse to sneak around with you." 


"Is that what we're doing? Because | thought we were just having a private moment. Do you want me to call 


Lars over? Will that make you feel better?" 

"Shit, James. This isn't gonna work out, is it?" 

"YES IT WILL! AND IF | HAVE TO SPLIT MYSELF IN TWO, | WILL!" 

"Okay. Calm down," he soothed. "We'll find a way." 

| kicked the cargo unit and a metallic clunk resounded in the empty bay. 

Jason pulled me to him. "I know it's difficult, because you have a volcano smoking inside you, but try not to 
freak out whenever we have these conversations. | can deal with Lars. He can deal with me. You're the one 


pushing us both away. Can't you see that?" 


To see the world for a moment as something strange and cold and unforgiving is the ultimate curse of 


reaching this kind of fucked up insight. 

And it's fucked up, because it's true. 

KKK 

Axl plopped on the couch beside me. "There's a pool table in the basement. Interested?" 


‘| want to be alone, Axl. | need to think. Just in case the empty room and fucking darkness weren't a dead 


giveaway.” 

"You don't wanna think. You wanna wallow." 
"Semantics." 

"Pragmatics." 

"Okay, feel free to fuck off now." 


"Why would | want to do that?" he yawned. "This is my kingdom, James. Go back to One On One if you want to 


be an antisocial douche." 


| chuckled dryly. "Well, you calling me an antisocial douche has got to qualify for the funniest thing I've heard 


all night. And our coke-fried, braindead lead guitarists have provided us with plenty of entertainment.” 

"You should see Duff. He's powerballing his way to an early retirement.” 

"What?" 

"Yeah. Just when | thought we were done with that shit, Duff discovers heroin" 

"Are you sure?" 

Axl gave me a sideways glance. 

"Man, | had no idea. But wait, it can't be serious. He looks great. He's happy." 

Axl shrugged. "He is happy, and he's smart enough not to shoot up. But he's been speedballing for weeks now. It 
started in Rio, after the shows. Real smooth. Keeping shit casual. Izzy is in denial. See, Duff isn't drinking as 
much as he used to." 

"| noticed" 

"Which has totally dulled Izzy to the facts. He's a lovesick fool. Fucking ironic when you consider where Duff is 
getting his shit from. Anyway, Slash and | confronted Duff about it yesterday and he's like, ‘calm down Ax, it's 
just a bit of fur. Yeah, it's all fun and fucking games until you're shitting yourself with a needle in your arm" 
| shook my head. "Fuck. Look, I'm no expert on this stuff-" 


"That's right boy scout," he glowered. "You're not. You have no idea what its like." 


"Do you want me to speak to Izzy? | could also call on Nikki, Izzy might be more willing to listen to him about 


this stuff" 

He considered that. "That might be a good plan B. Slash and | are gonna give it another shot. But I'll be damned 
if I'm going through this again after Steven and Slash. Not again, James. | can't do it anymore. We're going on 
fucking tour in 5 weeks." 


| held his shoulder. "Axl, I'll help. Okay? In any way that | can. You're not alone." 


Axl sucked in his bottom lip and nodded. Then he looked at me. "So, Het. Let's talk about why you're sitting all 


alone in a fucking storeroom." 
"I like storerooms," | grinned. 


"Yeah," Axl flicked a bug away. "All this dust and shit is really good for your vocal cords." 


| shrugged. "The usual shit with Lars and Jason." 
"The solution is so fucking simple that even a dumbass like you should be able to see it.” 
“Guess lm more of a dumbass than | thought." 


"Yeah, so lm saving the right to retort another time, because we're having a tender moment here. You want 


both of them, right?" 

| nodded. 

"Well, that's just greedy. But who am | to talk, Slash only has to look at another guy for me to beat the crap 
out of him, while l'm an equal opportunity fornicator. If you get my drift. When I'm not busy stalking my ex- 
wife. So anyway, you want them and they want you. James, let them hammer shit out. Why should you be the 
one to agonise over all this and call the shots? What are you some kind of fucking Mormon polygamist 
patriarch? It ain't fair. It's putting undue pressure on all of you." 

"So what you're suggesting is that | pass the responsibility over to them. No way.’ 

"Why?" 

"Because it isn't fair." 

"Oh, and this sitting in dark rooms and battling the sea and getting fucking nowhere is fair? How's that working 
out for you? Because from where l'm sitting, all | see is misery. Frustration Resentment. Plus, you're clearly 
not getting any. Thats why you've been toking your weight in weed. Which by the way, please stop doing. Kirk 
and Slash might find it funny but the rest of us don't. Hetfield the pothead is just too fuckin’ weird. | have 
enough shit going on in my life without worrying about you as well. 

"Hell, Axl. | didn't know you cared.” 

"| care about all my business investments." 

"Wanna hug on it?" 

"Touch me and I'll kill you." 
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As far as | could see, | had three choices. | could swim against the tide and get exhausted. | could tread water 
and let the tide sweep me away. Or | could swim with the tide and let Lars and Jason take me wherever the 


fuck they wanted me to go. 


Maybe Axl was right. Maybe that was the solution 

| woke up the next morning with something weird going on in my chest. Something | hadn't felt in a long time. 
Hope. | drove the short distance to One On One and found Lars and Jason already there, cuing rhythm for ‘My 
Friend of Misery’. Kirk was dead to the world after last night's debauchery care of our good friends. The 
fucking camera crew were already there. They had been filming us on and off since October. We settled into 
that routine with a detached, frustrated familiarity. We didn't want to do it but Elektra integrated the film 
clause into our contract for the forthcoming album and tour. So we went to the storeroom, our usual forum 
for private debate. | hit them with it. 

They exchanged glances. Lars smiled. Jason laughed. 


"What's so funny?" | scowled. 


"Because it's so fucking absurd that it might actually work. In fact," he looked at Lars. "Why didn't we think of 
it? You and | are so much better at this kind of thing?" 


Lars shrugged and rested his legs beside the armrest. "Truthfully, Jason? Because | was in denial. But sure, 
yeah, whatever. Like, this is better than letting mountain man here call the shots. Or think he's calling the 


shots, anyways. So how's this gonna work? Jason and | manage our time with you and you just accept 


whatever we decide?" 

"Urn..." 

"Yeah," Jason fired up a cigarette. "That's exactly how its going to work" 
Lars chuckled. "Fine by me." 

"Mountain man?" 

"Do you prefer swamp thing? | seem to recall Izz-" 

"| HAVE A GREAT SMELL!" 

"You don't have to tell us that, James. We know." 

| sat between them on the couch. 


"So | gotta ask something here," | said softly and rubbed Jason's nape with one hand, while the other squeezed 
Lars's thigh. "Any chance you guys would be willing to-" 


"Yeah," Jason smiled. 


"No." 
Jason looked at his shoes. Lars sighed. 


"Jason," he finally said "Please don't be offended. You're hot and all, but I'm not into dudes. I've only ever been 


with James and | don't see that changing. Sorry, man" 
Jason nodded and blew out smoke. "That's cool, Lars. Don't sweat it" 
Awkward silence. | felt guilty for even suggesting it. 


| continued to stroke Jason and Lars simultaneously, absentmindedly, lost in a dark chasm of thoughts. | closed 


my eyes. Shit It felt so fucking natural. 

"You're hard, James." 

"And what? That means l'm immediately guilty of something?" 

"Yog" 

"Well, fuck you Lars." 

He rested his head against the armrest ard licked his lips. 

"Guys," | swallowed. "I do realise that the world doesn't revolve around my dick, and you guys have your own 
needs and whatever, but | really need to fuck. Like right now. Could you please decide who is going to be the 
lucky recipient of my frustration?” 

Jason arched his brow. 

Lars rolled his eyes. 


"Okay, look! It's not all about fucking. | also wanna do romantic shit and-" 


"Oh | feel so much better knowing that you want to do romantic shit as well," Jason frowned and got off the 


couch. "Lars, he's all yours." 
"Who said | want him?" 
"The fuck?" | glared. 


“Actually,” Lars got up and stretched like a cat. "Jason, we have those clicks to finish off for ‘Misery’. Shall we 


wrap it up before Bob and Kirk get in?" 

"Sounds good." 

‘Guys, this isn't fair! I'm fucking dying here." 

They exchanged smiles. 

"He's gonna be a complete ass to work with if we don't take care of it" 

"That's right! I'll show you my friend of misery!" 

Jason laughed and nodded at Lars. He left the room. 

Lars turned to face me and crossed his arms. 

"Hi," | grinned. 

He shook his head and straddled me. 

‘| really hate you sometimes,” he ran his fingers through my hair. It sent red hot shivers down my spine. "But 
Ill do whatever it takes. l'll jump through whatever hoops, James. Until you get it through that thick skull of 


yours." 


"Get what?" | wrapped my arms around his waist and thrust against him. We both moaned and | claimed his 
neck with a scorching kiss. 


"That we were meant to be together," he unzipped me. 
| shoved my tongue down his throat. That was the quickest way to shut Lars up. 


| was happy. At least, | was daring to believe that | could be. | was embracing that distant shore. Because our 


mortal journey is over all too soon | was tired of being miserable. 


Besides, | was so fucking horny it wasn't even funny anymore. 


The Story (Part D) 


Hollywood Hills 
March |9 


What has this story done for you? You have been introduced to a reality where the corruption of mores is 
demonstrated in all the main characters. That would be me and my pals. But there has also been love, and 
friendship, and humour, and compassion. Our stories are a little out there, but they are as real and razor 
sharp as any interlude happening in your life right now. It's funny what we can wrap our minds around and fit 
into our version of reality. (Don't yawn, I'm giving you gold here.) And since when is reality supposed to 
represent reality as a whole anyway? Let me tell you something, reality is a fractured whole in which a 
plurality of voices are expressed. Just like in this story. And we all have a story screaming bloody murder 
inside us. The murder in mine was ear-splitting. It was so deafening that | lost my wood. | was a healthy 29 
year-old fucking my gorgeous boyfriend whom | loved more than my next breath and a thousand years of 


happiness. But it happened, and this was my story at that moment. 
| withdrew, sat up, and fired up. Duff was silent. We were both a little shaken 
"Drink?" he got up and grabbed the bottle of Stoli on the table. 

| shook my head. | needed to stay sharp. 


He sat opposite me on the bed and took a swig. Then he ran his fingers through his hair and met my gaze. "H's 


cool, man, happens to all of us." 

Right. 

| got up and pulled my clothes on. "Going to fix dinner." 

Izzy" 

"Spaghetti okay?" 

"Sit down and fucking talk to me" 

"| don't have the energy to have the conversation that we need to." 

"What's that supposed to mean?" he frowned. 

"Duff," | sat on the bed and held his gaze for a moment. "We have a problem. The sooner we deal with it, the 


better. But | am coming apart at the seams here and | don't have the strength to deal with your denial, the 


emotional fallout and the actual problem, all at once. Not on an empty stomach. Not when | have just lost my 


erection for the first time in my life. So yeah, can you bear with me?" 
"I have no idea what you're talking about. What problem?" 
"Your penchant for ball games." 


Duff rolled his eyes. "Fuck, not you too. Izzy, come on! You of all people should recognise a heroin addiction 


when you see one. Wanna check my arms?" 

"| didn't say you were a heroin addict," | sighed. "Guess we're having this conversation now," | swigged vodka to 
calm my nerves. "Awesome. If | throw up, you've been warned. You don't have to fucking shoot the shit up to 
develop a dependency, Duff. We're talking two of the most powerful drugs in one conveniently snortable line. 
D'ya think Steven always shot up when he powerballed? Did Slash?" 

"They were junkies, Iz!" 

"That's right. And you're an alcoholic and a cokehead with a growing heroin dependency. Now, answer me this, 
how many times have you used this week? How many times did you use last week? Quantify your habit 


please." 


| knew the answer to that. | wanted to see whether he would lie to me. One of the ways to smoke out the 


junkie from the casual yet clueless drug user is lies. 
"Shit," he got up and paced around. "Like, twice this week. Two, three times last week’ 
Duff was being honest. | fired up another cigarette. 

"And it was morphine last time, at Conway, with Metallica. We smoked it" 

| narrowed my eyes. "We?" 

"Me and Kirk” 

Fuck me. The shit keeps coming, "Please don't tell me Slash was in on it" 

"Hell no, | wouldn't do that stuff with Slash!" 

"Right," | nodded in a daze. "So tell me about Hammett" 


"So you can fucking snitch on him? Fuck you. That ain't your problem! Keep your nose out of Metallica's 


business. What the fuck is this, Izzy? When did you become a narc?" 


"When our band almost broke up because of Slash and Steven's addictions! When | realised that | was partially 


responsible! When my involvement almost cost me my life, to say nothing of Dave's. That's when. Duff, listen 
to me. | love self-medicating. | will use and abuse until my last living day because l'm a dope fiend and it's part 
of who | am. But | draw the line at heroin. That junk destroys lives. It wins by default. You can't drift along 
with that shit and treat it like a fucking experiment. You end up HOOKED!" 


"Do | look like a junkie to you? Is that why you lost your wood?" 

"Duff, not all junkies are wild-eyed, shaven-headed and living in filthy squats! Some of them are fit and healthy 
rock stars. But trust me, carry on with that junk and you won't be fit and healthy for much longer. Wanna 
hear what will happen to you?" 

"No," he looked away. 

"Tough! The pain on overdosing is indescribable. It's not the slow, nodding off in paradise dreamscape that 


smack gives you. You're looking at a ruptured vein or artery leading to stroke and often heart failure. That's 


the fun scenario motherfucker. The not so fun one is drowning in a pool of your own blood due to respiratory 


fail-" 

‘lve heard enough!" 

"No you haven't!" | jabbed my finger in his face. "lve been a goddamn fool to think that you could handle this 
shit. The truth is that I've been so fucking happy over the last few weeks that I've been blind-sighted to the 
truth. What an idiot! Now, | know where you got your smack in Rio, where have you been getting it here?" 
"Friends. Why does it matter?" 

"Duff," | gritted my teeth. "l'm gonna ask you a simple question and | expect a simple fucking answer. ls 
Hammett doing smack? Speedballing? Is he involved in any of this? Because they don't have the know-how and 
experience that we do-" 

"No! Okay? No. | think that speedball was his first" 


"Okay," | rubbed my face. "Duff, this shit ends here. Right now.’ 


"Fine," he shrugged. "I still don't think I'm a fucking addict but I'll do whatever it takes to prove that to you. 


Izzy, please don't be mad at me. What happens now?" 


‘lm not mad at you. I'm mad at myself," | mumbled and crossed my arms. "Was Rio the first slug that set off 
this speedballing binge?" 


"Yeah." 


"So we're talking six weeks, three times a week. Yes?" 


"Or less," he sighed. 
"Right. So this is what is going to happen tonight. We are going to flush all the cocaine and smack in this house 
down the can, including anything you can powder into a speedball. That means all amphetamines and 


barbiturates." 


He laughed. "There's no need man, trust mel l'm not going to fucking pound speed and sleeping pills and snort 


the damn thing. Honestly." 
| gave him a wry look. "We're doing it anyway.’ 


"Fucking hell, Izzy. Whatever!" he pulled his jeans on. "Why not, let's do a Class A sweep. That should keep us 


busy until tomorrow morning.” 

As it so happened, it kept us busy for 37 minutes. 

Duff slopped on the couch and glared at me. "Now what?" 

"Dinner?" 

‘lim not hungry." 

"Which is a sign of withdrawal." 

"Fuck you! Oh wait, we tried that," he sneered. "You couldn't keep it up." 

"Thank you, Duff” 

"That's okay. Do you want me to fuck you? Show you how it's done?" 

| turned to leave. 

He stormed over and grabbed my arm. "We were having a conversation, Izzy! Come on, let's finish what we 
started," he yanked at my zipper and tried to pull my jeans down. | pushed him and he fell over, missing Fen by 
a fraction 

"Ferl" 

Fen mewled and darted out of the room. 
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| called Axl and told him what was going on. He blew my ear off and blamed me for everything, before 
apologising and offering to come over and help. Classic Rose. | declined. One volatile motherfucker was enough. 
We both agreed not to involve Slash. It was too soon after Steven's departure and his own recovery. Besides, 
he and Axl couldn't tell me what | really needed to know. So | dialled the one person who would. 

"Yes?" 


"You sound pissed off." 


"l2?" Nikki chuckled. "No sorry, | thought it was Brandi. Driving me up around the bend about shit. Gunner is 
teething. Trust my spawn to sprout fangs at 4 weeks!" 


| laughed. "How are you guys?" 

"They're great. l'm great. It's all so great I'm bored stiff. What's up?" 
"Not so great" 

"Yeah? What's going on man?" 


"Have you ever heard of a speedball addiction where there is no evidence of independent smack use? Snorting, 
smoking. No intravenous administration” 


"Uh, that's quite rare, Izzy." 

"Tell me about it." 

"Who are we talking about here?" 

"Duff" 

"Mr Vodka? Holy shit. Trust Duff to fucking powerball his way to a smack addiction" 
"Yep! 

"How long?" 

"Six weeks." 

"Withdrawal?" 


"I'm beginning to see the signs." 


"Shakes? Sweats?" 

"Not yet, lack of appetite and aggression" 

"So shit is only just kicking off. When did he last use? Three days?" 

"On the money. What do | do Nik? He doesn't need rehab does he?" 

"Nah. If you're sure its only been six weeks and he hasn't been shooting up, it's uncalled for. I'm thinking four 
days tops at home and he'll be fine. Look, give me a couple of hours to get my shit together and I'll be there 
as soon as | can" 


"You're coming over? Why?" 


"You really think I'm gonna let you go through that alone? Plus, he needs to be watched 24hrs a day, Izzy. 
We'll take shifts." 


"Nikki, | can't let you do that. You have a baby for fuck sake!" 
"They're with the in-laws in Santa Clara. l'm cool. We'll hang. Ill be fun 
"Fun?" 


"Yeah. Why not? Dude, chill out. It's only detox, aint nothing we haven't done before and we've both had it far 
worse off than Duff." 


"Okay," | sighed. "Nikki, thank you so much." 

"S'cool. So where am | going? Duff's?" 

"Yeah." 

"Cool. Seeya later." 

| put the phone down and took a deep breath. Duff was playing drums in the basement. He was in pieces after 
almost hurting Fen. Funny the things that oblige us to face up to reality, however unreal the story may seem 
to us at the time. | sat on the carpet and rolled up a spliff, imagining my own story in the greater scheme of 
things. | took a deep drag, and as the cloudy wisps cavorted about me, | got it. Portraying life as it really is is 
not the business of stories. In fact, it isn't even the business of living. 


| dialled another number. This was a conversation | was dreading. 


"Studio two." 


"Lars, Izzy." 
"Jesus, dude. We only just got you out of our hair!" he chuckled. 
"Yeah," | smiled. "Guess we're working up a stamina for that tour, huh?" 


Its thirsty work. Good thing we're a bunch of drunks with livers of steel, huh? So what can | do you for? 


James is in the iso-booth." 
"James can fuckin’ stay there and die for all | care. Kirk around?" 


He laughed. "Oh Izzy, listening to you and James go on is like a comedy show and therapy all rolled into one. 


Keep it up. Yeah, Kirk's right here. See you Thursday." 

"Um, about that" 

"Yeah?" 

| won't be able to make it. But Axl and Slash will be there, okay?" 

"Why? What's wrong?" 

"Duff, he's..developed a speedballing habit. Its not very serious but itll get serious very quickly if we don't nip 
it in the bud. Sixx and | are gonna see him through detox over the next few days. Sorry about missing the 
meeting." 

"Shit, Izzy, | had no idea. Anything we can do to help?" 

"Nah. I'll speak to James later. Can | have a quick word with Kirk?" 

"Yeah, sure. | hope it goes well. l'm sure it will Keep me posted okay?" 


"Yep, thanks man." 


| sucked on the spliff. Then it occurred to me that smoking pot and speaking to Kirk at the same time wasn't 
the best idea | ever had, especially when | needed to stay sharp. 


"Hey Izzy" 
"How's it going Kirk?" 


"James is recording vocals. We're all in a state of Zen" 


"Yeah, nothing says Zen like Hetfield growling at you from a machine." 
"His singing is like catnip. | could roll over the floor and chase my tail right now." 
"You don't have a tail, man" 

"| could have a tail” 

"Yeah. So, Zen-meister! Got a question for you." 

"You're not getting any of my pedals." 

‘| can live with that. Are you speedballing?" 

"Like, right now?" 

"Like, whenever." 

"Not really." 

"What does that mean?" 

"Yeah." 

"What?" 

"What?" 

"Kirk!" 

"Sorry, James just yeah'd." 

"He did what?" 

"Y'know, YEAH! " 

"Kirk, my brain is melting. 

"Plastic hazmats with in-built vapor protection are pretty sturdy." 


"What?" 


"For brain dribble." 


"Right," | sighed. "You and Slash were fuckin’ separated at birth and there was a hell of a lot of dribble going 
on, if you know what I'm sayin’. Anyway, Kirk." 


"Don't be hating on the Hamster." 

"Kirk!" 

"Or the Slasher." 

| laughed hard. "Dude, shit. | can't deal with you right now. Call ya tomorrow." 

"Toodles," he hung up. 

Who needs speedballs? Pound Hammett into an Advil and you're good to go. 
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Duff launched into first-stage heroin withdrawal not long after Nikki arrived that evening. It was as we 
expected; shakes, sweats and temper tantrums followed by purging and migraines. The only thing we could do 
for Duff was to keep him hydrated and engaged, because painkillers and sedatives were not allowed. It wasn't as 
bad as | thought. Most of the time, Duff was happy to be directed by whatever instruction we had given him. 
But the punk in Duff refused to toe the line for longer than a few hours at a time, which made the first 
24hrs exhausting. Perhaps unsurprisingly, it was vodka that he was really craving. We let him smoke 
cigarettes, and that was it. His heroin dependency was tenuous at best, and by the second night he 
demonstrated a marked improvement. Gone were the migraines and the aggression. He was eating again, and 
that loveable happy-go-lucky twinkle in his eye was returning. 

"Izzy," he whispered as we lay in bed that night. "Queirdo." 

| cradled his head to my heart. "Cariño." 

| really fucked up, didn't |?" 


"No," | sighed. "You didn't. But a few more weeks of this and it would have been beyond our ability to help you. 


You would have had a full-scale addiction" 
"| know," he choked a sob. 


"Shhh," | smoothed his hair. "Its okay, Duff. We all make mistakes. God knows I've made my share of mine. 


We're free, careless, impetuous fuckers." 


"What does freedom have to do with it?" 
"Well, it isn't worth having if it doesn't include the freedom to make mistakes." 
"| guess," he wiped his tears away. 


"What l'm saying is, its one thing to make a mistake and it's something else to keep making it. Steven kept 
making it. There was no growth there, whatsoever." 


| miss him," he sobbed. 

"I know," | embraced him and stifled my own tears. 

‘It hurts so bad, Izzy," he trembled in my arms. 

"That's the moral of the story." 

"What's the moral of the story?" 

"Growth hurts like tearing the sky open and bleeding from a hundred wounds, but if we don't do it, we stagnate 
and die," | kissed his head. "Your pain is good pain, Duff. You're growing. You're reaping that wisdom. And | am 
so proud of you, my golden love." 

He laughed amidst the tears. "Golden love? Fuckin’ hippie." 

| smiled and climbed on top of him. "Are you not my golden love?" 

‘OF course | am. Always and forever. Just don't tell anyone," he laughed. 

"Your secrets safe with me," | kissed his neck 

"By the way, | have a confession It's a bit weird" 

"| pedal in weird. Go on" 

"lim kind of crushing on Nikki." 

| laughed. "That much has been obvious since you first met him" 


"What? Shit! Does he know?" 


"No idea. Why don't you ask him?" 


"Wait, you're not mad?" 


"Don't be ridiculous. Me and Mustaine, hello? If you told me you had fallen in love with Sixx and wanted to run 


away with the Crue, Id be devastated. But a crush? Come on’ 

"What if | wanted to act on that crush?" 

"Then Id be supportive.” 

"Really?" 

"Yeah, why are you so surprised?" 

"| dont know, man Actually, duh, fucking free love and shit" 

‘Its not shit, Duff Not to me. As long as we're keeping an open channel of communication, lim happy. Look, 
there are only two people in our circle of friends that | would not be supportive of you acting on any crush, 
and that's James and Axl" 

Duff snorted. "Fat chance. Axl is my brother and James is too fucking hardcore.” 

"To say nothing of totally unavailable.” 

"Yeah. Kirk's more my type" 

"| know," | chuckled. "Any chance of crushing on Hammett?" 

"Nah" 

"Shame, | think we should seal the Metaguns deal with a love affair 

"James and Axl!" 

| grunted. "Well, that's the apocalypse taken care of" 

Duff stroked the small of my back. "Izzy?" 
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"Are you..you know, still attracted to me?" 


| sat up on his thighs. "McKagan are you kidding me?" 


"Well, after the last few days,” he murmured. "I wouldn't blame you if-" 


"Duff! | lost my wood because | could no longer ignore what was happening to you. As for detoxing, I've seen 
you puke a million times. Hell, | can't even remember the number of times we've thrown up over each other. 


Just be thankful you never saw me through my detox. There's nothing sexy about diarrhoea, trust me. 
He winked. "Rock and roll" 

"Anyway, let's test that theory of yours," | lowered my briefs and released my soft dick 

Duff scowled. "Oh yeah, | can see how turned on you are!" 

| threw my head back and laughed. "Take your shirt off" 


He frowned but did as | asked. | slowly smoothed my palms up his muscled arms, over his chest and down his 
taut abdomen, stopping shy of his pelvis. Duff's face lit up as he saw the effect that simple touch was having 
on me. | was almost fully erect. 


"Just by touching your torso, Duff," | draped over him and gyrated against his arousal. "To say nothing of 
kissing, or sucking, or fucking. So you tell me, am | attracted to you?" 


He moaned softly and then took my hand, kissing each finger, each knuckle, until my pulse throbbed inside my 
wrist. There were no words, no sonnet, no poetry that could speak my heart at that moment. | loved Duff, he 
loved me, and that was all. 


We grazed our way to a quivering mess, and as | fucked him into a sweltering thing of fire, we let go of 
everything, but never of each other's hand. We moved together, entwined, fixed into a trance, and our breath 


became one glassy, tideless sea 
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So Duffy (sorry, Duff) was crushing on Sixx. Truthfully, | was happy about that. You know why. It gave me the 
impetus to experiment with a certain someone. Also, | trusted Sixx implicitly. He was mature and stable enough 
to handle Duff with care. Whether he would be interested in responding to Duff's overture was something else. 
As far as | knew, Nikki wasn't prone to developing relationships with men. The obvious exception to that was 


Tommy. And there was something odd going on there. 


"Dude, go to sleep!" | said to him over breakfast the next morning. "Duff's fast asleep and | can handle him 
anyway. In fact, much as | love having you here, you could probably go home now. | think we're past the 


worst.” 


"Izzy," he smirked. "Don't fool yourself into believing 48hrs are enough to detox. I'm not a physician but that 
shit takes time to clear the system." 


"Do you think Duff should see a doctor?" 
"Yes," he nodded and buttered toast. "Just a check-up." 


"Okay. Oh, by the way," | smiled. "Look, it probably isn't my business telling you this. Fuck that, Duff i my 


business. He's crushing on you." 

Nikki sat back and smiled. "Yeah?" 

"Uh huh." 

He chuckled. "You don't seem perturbed by it" 

| added honey to my granola. "I'm not, man. It's just a crush." 

"Right. Well, he's not my usual type. You are, Stradlin 

"Dark, brooding and delinquent?" | grinned. "I know. Oh well, | very much doubt that Duffs gonna do anything 
about it. But it might be worth pre-empting the situation by telling him how much you love Brandi or Tommy 
or whatever." 


"Oh welk You sound disappointed." 


| smiled. "Let's just say that | wouldn't begrudge you one night of passion. Or even two. But if you're not feeling 
it, that's that." 


"It sounds like you want me to fuck him, Izzy. What's this really about?" 
"Dave." 


Nikki sighed. "Should have known! So let me get this straight. You want me to seduce your boyfriend so that 


you have an excuse to sleep with Mustaine?" 
"You make it sound so nefarious." 
He chuckled and shook his head. "You are fucking unbelievable!" 


"Hey, Duff is my world. | would never do anything to hurt him. We have both agreed to an open relationship as 
long as we keep each other informed. Besides, Duff wants you Nikki. ! didn't plant the idea in his head" 


"Opportunistic prick. There's a special place in Hell for fuckers like you." 


"Yeah," | sipped coffee. "We can keep each other company." 
He laughed and ate his toast. 

"Nikki?" 

"Mm hm” 

"There anything going on between you and Tom?" 

He met my gaze. "Like what?" 


| shrugged. "Dunno, man. That's why l'm asking. You never talk about Tommy anymore. It's like the light's gone 


out or something." 


"You're reading too much into shit. 'm busy with my kid, he's busy getting speeding tickets and picking fights 
with everyone. You know about all the shit with Vince." 


| nodded. "So you guys are okay?" 
"Sure," he grinned. 
But his smile didn't reach his eyes. 


xe 
It probably won't surprise you to learn that | have communist leanings. 
(Don't worry, I'm not going to bore you with Marxist philosophy, 


| keep quiet about it because my friends are all capitalists and libertarians. Besides, it would feel hypocritical 
given my bank balance. I'm not exactly poor. lim not exactly shelling out to my comrades. Forking out $IOOK for 
my share in the Sureños deal barely scratched the surface. | begged Dave to let me pay his half too, because 
| felt responsible and | also knew that we made more money than Megadeth. But his pride would not allow it, 
and if there is one thing you do not, under any circumstances, fuck with, its a man's pride. Thankfully, their 
latest album went Platinum over the holidays and | felt a little less guilty. Their albums were flying off the 
shelves and their forthcoming tour was completely sold-out. Megadeth had finally entered major league, and | 
couldn't be happier for them. | wanted to call Mustaine. | wanted to congratulate him, make plans to hang out, 
but | knew what would happen if | did. Instead, | sent Megadeth c/o Capitol Records a crate of Moët € Chandon 
Grand Vintage champagne on behalf of Guns N' Roses. (I paid for it, yeah? Just to be clear) 


eR 


Fen had a penchant for classical guitar music. Honestly, whenever | played anything else in his presence, Fens 
yellow orbs would glaze over and he would slink away in contempt. | was strumming Paganini when the doorbell 
went. 

| frowned. "What are you two doing together? This can't be good" 

James and Axl walked in. James gave me a little smile. 

Axl motioned towards the basement. "ls that our prodigal son playing drums?" 

"Yeah, Slash and Nikki are with him. How'd it go?" | led them into the lounge. 


Fen trotted over to James and looked up. Meow! 


James picked him up. "Hello lesser being," he stroked his head and Fen slitted his eyes contentedly. "Didn't Slash 


give you the lowdown?" 


Axl stuck his crotch out and reached into his pocket for a pack of smokes. "I'm sure Slash's debrief was 


interesting. We'll exercise damage control later, Iz" 

"So we're not opening in Nagasaki?" 

James laughed. 

Axl sighed. 

"Okay then" 

Axl narrowed his eyes. "They're playing ‘You Could Be Mine'l” 

"So?" 

"So what the fuck are those dipshits doing playing new material with Sixx there?" 
"Come on, man. Nikki's a close friend" 


"WELL HE AIN'T MY FRIEND! WE'RE NOT GIVING MOTLEY FUCKING CRUE A PREVIEW OF OUR SHIT! WHAT WERE 
YOU THINKING IZZY? THEY CAN BUY THE FUCKING RECORD WHEN IT COMES OUT!" 


"What was / thinking? I'm sitting right here with you. My cloning abilities are a little rusty, Axl. Must be this 
sobriety shit that's been going around. | hear its catching.’ 


"lIl deal with you later!" he stormed off. 


James looked at me. "| have a message for you." 

"Juanita?" 

"Mustaine." 

| angled my head in surprise. 

James smoothed Fen's fur. "Yeah. He paid you a visit last night." 

Fuck. 

| rubbed my cheeks and fired up. "He doesn't know I'm living here now." 

"No he didn't. Seemed upset you hadn't mentioned it. Thought you two were pals." 
"Kind of" 


"Izzy, | have already fucking told you that | am not going give you shit about that. So cut the crap and tell me 
what's going on" 


| blew out smoke. "What did he want? Must have been awkward." 


He snorted. "It was interesting. But neither one of us was in the mood to fuck around so he left after a few 


minutes. Oh, and he left you a note," he tossed it over. 


Thank you for the champagne. 
Youre a tucking coward. | don't 
know what youre playing at but 
Ive had enough of this crap. 
Dont ever contact me again 


Dave 


An icy bolt shot through my spine. The sudden pain jolted my spirit. | felt beaten down to a place where | lay 
curled and buried, like a seashell boring against rock. 


The Story (Part Il) 


Author's Notes: 
Chapter dedicated to Dark Misty Day, with love. Check out this awesome gif of Izzy. While we're at it, here's 


Duzzy 


Hollywood Hills 
April 199 


Does immaculate seduction equal absolute corruption? | soaked in the bath for one solid hour and considered 
this. | had a sinking suspicion that in this story, my own, one would inevitably follow the other. You know why? 
Because | wanted to be seduced and corrupted. Because | felt that the only way | could rid myself of this 
blasted obsession with Mustaine was to throw myself into the lion's den and allow myself to be devoured. 
Nietzsche said that destruction precedes every great act of creation | agree. Sometimes it is necessary to 
snuff out good sense for the greater good. Besides, l'm not even sure | have a say in the matter. The divine 
architect of doom is shepherding me to the gallows. Watch me dragging my sore, blackened feet across the 


grime and gravel. (Jesus complex? Me? Fuck off) 


HK 
Thrasher D, 


| know you asked me not to contact you. You can foss this in the trash and HI be none the wiser. F | never hear 


from you again, you'll never hear from me again. | think thats fair. 


Guess | deserve to be called a (fucking) coward for avoiding you, but if you would have given me a little more time 
fo get my shit together, | would have contacted you regardless of how | felt, Because | cant get you out of my 
head, Dave. Its hopeless 


You seem fo have forgotten that Im with someone | care very deeply for. This means that | needed time to 
process what happened fo us last year and consider not only my feelings, but also the potential ramifications for 
my relationshp with Duff. | am guilty of many things, but hurting him is simply not something | am willing fo do, 
now or ever. If you cant respect that, | can't resect you. So Im going fo lay it on the line for you, because we're 


going on tour May B and Hl be away until September. | want you 
Dizzee 6 


PS. 
Í think | have our rapper names down. It's good to know that if our current musical endeavours come to nought we 


can sashay down to hell with pride. 


XE% 

Couple of days after | posted the letter, | dragged my tour luggage downstairs and picked up the bundle of mail 
on the table in the corridor. James was a surprisingly neat houseguest. | don't know why, but every time | 
dropped by my place | expected it to be a tip. James was much tidier than | had given him credit for. It was a 
miracle if Duff and | managed to wash a plate between us. | went to the lounge and found James playing the 
acoustic while Duff and Lars were sprawled on the carpet. Lars was reading Spin magazine and Duff looked like 
he was trying to break open his bass pedal. 

"Whatcha doing?" | plonked on the couch and fired up. 

"What's it look like?" 

"Looks like you're fucking with your Boss pedal." 

"Define fucking.” 


"Messing." 


"Really?" Duff narrowed his eyes. "How interesting. So you're saying that | should leave it well alone? Before | 
cause any damage? Screw with the settings?" 


| blew out smoke. "Something like that." 


"Hmmmm. Maybe we should both be careful about messing with our pedals, Izzy. | think your pedals are more 
at risk of permanent damage than mine." 


James and Lars exchanged looks. 

"You think so, huh?" 

"Yeah." 

| can take care of my pedals, Duff." 

"Okay," he mumbled. "Don't say | didn't warn you." 

Fucking ace. So this was Duff's annoyingly passive aggressive way of warning me about getting involved with 
Dave. | could say that Duff's approach was out of character, but seeing as we had company, | couldn't fault 


him. | looked at James and tried to figure out whether he got it. his eyes were on the fret. Lars flicked a page. 
| bet he got it, nothing escapes Lars. Duff was unscrewing the bolts in his pedal. | heaved a sigh. 


James plucked a chord. “Love is lke a bomb-bomb-bomb-bomb.." 

We all laughed. 

He was playing Def Leppard's ‘Pour Some Sugar On Me' and doing an uncanny imitation of Joe Elliotts silky 
sawdust refrains. It was the comic relief we needed. Duff joined in with him during the chorus, emulating Lep's 
bassist and backing vocalist, Rick Savage. 

"Pour some sugar on meeee! 

"h the name of luurrrve! Duff crooned. 

“lm hot, sticky sweet, from my head to my feetYEAH" 

Lars and | were in stitches. 

XE% 

Dizzee, 

Youre not the only one who cares for his bassist. | have my own considerations. Difference is, | wanted fo work 
through shit from day one whereas you elected fo cower away and pretend it wasn't happening Lets keep shit 
simple. Or rather, make shit simple, because | realise it isn't 

Would you like to brush my hair? 

Thrasher 

XE% 

Would | like to brush his hair? 

Oh, fuck It's always darkest before it turns absolutely pitch black. 

But like Jung said, ‘embrace your darkness, for there your soul will grow: | was done running away from my 
feelings, such as they were. It didn't even matter anymore. My feelings were making me lonely. Wretched. Bone 
crushingly cold. The kind of cold that can wrench the spirit out of a man. Or forge it into steel. | showed Duff 
the letter. | fucking insisted on having Duff present when | called Dave and made plans to see him the next day. 
Duff was being so blasé about it all. He made his point. | made mine. So why did | feel so terrible? Why did | 


want to beat the crap out of someone? 


"Whoa, James. Can | touch your rifle?" 


"Shotgun" 
"How many bullets can that toke?" 

"Shells. 

"Sorry, don't know shit about weapons. But it's cool!" 

"Duff, shut up. Aint nothing cool about hunting," | rolled a spliff 


James showed Duff an article in Sports Afield “This is the ten point buck | was telling you about. The points 
refer to the tines on his antlers. Beauty, isn't he?" 


| scoffed. "He was a beauty, Het. A majestic animal living by its wits in the wild. Now he's a dead thing strapped 
to the back of a truck." 


James raised his eyebrows. "What would you know about majestic or wild, or even animals for that matter, 


Izzy? When was the last time you spent some time in the wild?" 

| really wasn't in the mood to debate animal rights with gun-toting Hetfield. 
"There's a moral imperative involved here, James." 

"Really?" 


"Yeah, for a person to derive pleasure from killing a helpless thing is unfathomable. It's ethically wrong. It's 


repugnant and reprehensible," | licked the rizla. 


"You think that life is an intellectual construct, Izzy. l'm sorry but your beliefs have absolutely nothing to do 


with reality as we know it out here on planet Earth." 


| glared at him. "How fucking dare you declare my values null and void just because | haven't pulled a trigger 


and mounted a head on the wall? Fuck youl” 

He chuckled dryly and flipped through the magazine. 

"No, what the gives you the right to be a murderer of animals for your own pleasure?" 
"My hunting licence." 

Lars and Duff laughed. 


| glowered at them. Lars coughed and Duff smirked at me. Fucker was enjoying this. 


"Everyone has the right to be stupid, Het. But you are really abusing the privilege.’ 

James sat up and smiled at me. "Why do you think we have incisors, Izzy? Huh? For tearing into meat, blood 
dripping off the fangs, there is no better antidote to our domestication than stalking some wild beast through 
the tall timbers." 


| rolled my eyes. "Whatever, James! Go and commit Bambicide in the name of mortality, or anti-domestication 


or whatever fuckin’ backwards fascist philosophy-" 
"So now l'm a fascist?" 


| couldn't be fucked with this anymore. | wanted them all to get the fuck out of my house so that | could sulk 


and wallow and self-medicate in peace. 

"Certainly seems like it sometimes. My duty is to the truth." 

"Yeah. You're a regular pillar of the first amendment, Stradlin" 

"| COULD RIP YOUR FUCKING HEART OUT AND SHOW IT TO YOU BEFORE IT STOPPED BEATING!" 

"YOUR NECK WOULD BE SNAPPED LIKE A DRY TWIG BEFORE YOUR FUCKING HAND REACHED MY CHEST!" 
"Guys," Lars winced. "We're loving the show but cool it before shit gets out of hand" 

James and | glared at each other. | had half the mind to throw him out of my house. 

| took a deep breath and fired up. | ran a quick mental checklist of things that James and | had in common, 
which was quite a bit actually. Guitars. Cars. Skateboarding. Surfing. Beat Gen literature. Philosophy. Just so 
happened that we were on opposite sides of the map when it came to political issues. Any political issues. 
Fucking redneck. 

"James," | mumbled. "Can we talk?" | motioned upstairs. 

"Sure," he stood up, finishing his beer. 


We went upstairs and James sprawled on my bed, an air of amusement in his eyes. 


"Sorry," | blew out smoke and passed him the joint. "I was being an ass. Make no mistake, | fucking stand by 
everything | said, but | was bating you. That wasn't fair.” 


James took a hit and ashed the spliff. "Sup, man?" 


"The usual fucked up shit." 


He stretched his back. "Izzy, this is you we're talking about. There can be any number of fucked up shit 


fucking with you at any given moment. Be precise." 
"Fuck you," | sighed. 

He smiled and crossed his fingers over his stomach. 
"Dave." 

"Of course. Go on, I'll try not to heave." 

"Gonna fuck him tomorrow." 

He burst out laughing. 

After a moment, | laughed with him. 


"Oh, dude," he shook his head. "So what do you want? My advice? Cause let me tell you something, my policy 
about doing my bandmates excluded Dave. Yuck" 


| stretched out on my front and took the joint. "He's gorgeous, man" 
"You ever been with a guy besides Duff?" 


"No, | don't count Axl. That, in a nutshell, is what's screwing with me. What the fuck, James? Am | gay now? 


Bifuckingsexual? | mean how do you reconcile that shit?" 

"Does it matter?" 

"Yeah. It really does." 

He shrugged. "The way | reconcile it wouldn't be helpful to you. Dave isn't a member of Guns N' Roses. | 
honestly can't imagine being with a dude just because he's hot, or whatever. For me it's 100% band synergy. If 
| don't feel that intense creative pull and us against the world vibe, it ain't happening. Yeah, | know you find 


that weird." 


“Actually, James, | don't find it weird at all. | think it's beautiful. Brothers in arms. | know Axl feels that way 
about Slash, and possibly me, too. But let's not go there." 


"He does feel that way about you. We talked about it" 


"Shit" 

"Can't you just do Axl and get it out of your system?" 
| frowned. "Get what out of my system?" 

"Being with another guy.” 


"James, this ain't about experimenting with men! You forget that Duff and | have been together for years and 
we've done plenty of everything. This ain't about sucking dick" 


"Mustaine's dick?" 

"Mustaine, period" 

"Then you're in trouble." 

| sat up and licked my lips. "I know. What am | gonna do?" 


"Exactly what Duff told you to do. Get it out of your system. You're obsessed, Izzy. Just fucking do him 
already and put us all out of our misery. Honestly, fucking enough" 


| grinned. 

"What?" 

"There any chance of you and Axi-" 

"Continue that sentence and I'll string my guitar with your intestines." 

| laughed. 

RK 

Later that night, as Duff and | were curled into the pretzel, the tension ebbed away. | took a lungful of Duff 
and sighed contentedly. | felt relieved, because | was reminded of the way my heart swelled in his midst. | was 
in no danger of falling out of love. Duff was my soul, my life, etched into the very fibre. Much as | desired 
Mustaine, there was no competition there. Still, wasn't James in love with two people? Not that he'd admit it. 


"Cariño." 


"Still horny?" 


"Um, no." 
He sat up and swigged vodka. "Nervous about seeing Dave tomorrow?" 

"Yeah. Is it totally weird that we're talking about it?" 

"Nope," he got up and switched the stereo off. Duff had regained his pre-detox weight and was looking 
healthier than he had in a while. "Would be weirder if we were keeping secrets from each other. lz, just be 
careful, okay? Wear a condom, etc." 

| rolled my eyes. "I'm not sixteen!" 

He sat on the bed and smirked. "Never occurred to us to wear condoms, Izzy." 

"That's different." 

He gaped at me. "Do | need to give you a sex ed lecture?" 

"Fuck off. | use protection with chicks, Duff. You know exactly what I'm talking about" 

"Duuuuuuudes." 

| laughed and nodded. "Yeah." 

"Well, man, Please with a fucking stir-fry tofu on top, use a condom." 

"Duff, it might not even go there." 

‘OF course it will," he fired up. "At least, | fucking hope it does. | really want us to move pass this point, Izzy. 
Have a blast with Mr Megadeth. Suck him dry. Fuck until you can fuck no more. Blow a few brain cells," he 
chuckled "Then come home to me." 

| grinned. "So what about you and Nik, huh? Any progress there?" 

"Nada. He sees me as his kid brother." 


| narrowed my eyes. "He told you that?" 


Duff shrugged. "Nah. But after he saw me through detox? Come on, there's no going back from that dynamic. 


And before you say it, we don't count. l'm your squeeze." 


| laughed. "My squeeze?" 


"Yes!" 
"Oh, Duff. | love you so much it's revolting," 

He winked at me. "Right back atcha," he took a drag. 

"Got an idea" 

"Oohh, Izzy. Your ideas always get me hard. What is it?" 

"Battle of the bands on Friday. Want me to invite Nikki?" 

"Fuck! That would be awesome! Oh, shit. No way in hell Axl will agree to that.” 
"Let me deal with Axl" 

He grinned. "Metallica won't mind?" 

"Come on, Nikki and James are pals. If anything, it's Lars we gotta ask." 
Duff's eyes twinkled. "Lars." 

| tilted my head in question 

"He's so cute. Been spending time with him recently." 


"I know. FYI, you're really fucking annoying together. Wait, Duff! Are you fucking intimating what | think you're 
fucking intimating? Holy shit!" 


He grinned. "Not really. Kind of. Maybe. 

| laughed hard. "Oh, man Let's call James and see what he thinks about that!" 
Duff yanked the phone out of my hand "He'll kill me!" 

"Yeah, but it might be worth it" 

"zzy" 

He tackled me and we fell off the bed in paroxysms of laughter: 


"Okay, look!" he snapped. "I am not crushing on Lars. But if fate fucking throws us together in the right 


circumstances, | wouldn't say no." 


"Right, well we gotta call them anyway to ask about Nikki, so let me fuck with James a bit. Please? | won't say 


it's you. Promise!" 

He laughed hard. "Oh, shit Put him on loudspeaker." 

| dialled my house and did precisely that: 

"Lo. 

"James, sorry about the hour." 

"Wide awake, Iz. What's up?" 

"Friday's shindig at One On One, can | invite Nikki?" 

"What, as a participant?" 

"No. Just to hang and shit 

Fine by me. Axl agreed to this?" 

"ll deal with Axl" 

"Good luck with that. Okay wait, I'll ask Lars. He's right here." 
"He is, huh?" | grinned. "Lars totally owns you, doesn't he?" 
"Yog" 

Duff stifled his laughs. 

"He's cool with it" 

"Awesome. So James, got another question for you." 
"Yep?" 

"Say | had a bandmate who thought Lars was cute." 
"Cute?" 


"As in, sexy cute." 


"Okay." 

"Would you have a problem with this person hooking up with Lars?" 
"Lars would have a problem getting it up." 

Duff giggled into a pillow. 

"Why?" | laughed. 

"Lars isn't into guys, Izzy." 

"Just your little guy." 

"Aint nothing little about my guy." 

We could hear Lars cracking up in the background, 

EK 


| looked at Dave and knew one of us was going to have to take off some clothes first. Fine. | stripped off my 


jacket and shirt and tossed them on the couch we were sitting on 

Dave raised his eyebrows. "Down to business already?" 

‘Didn't realise it was a business transaction’ 

"You know what | mean," he smiled and touched my neck. 

My knee bounced, 

"Whiskey, Izzy? Fucking valium maybe?" 

"Dave," | faced him and folded my leg under me. "I will not be called a fucking coward again. When we were in 
that cabin together | had to constantly fight you off. Fuck, | went to sleep every night thinking | might wake up 
with you riding my ass! So here | am, ready and willing. Keen to seal the proverbial deal. Do you still want me?" 
His eyes were hot and heavy. Pupils dilated. Felt like a fool even asking him. 

"Yeah. But at the risk of sounding like a chick here, can we talk? It's been three months since we've had a 


conversation. You know, where you're not avoiding me, hanging up, having to go somewhere, shit like that. | 


wanna know what's inside that head of yours." 


"Really?" | frowned. "Why?" 

"Why?" he scoffed and looked away. "Shit, Izzy. Fine, let's fuck. Pretend that's all it is.” 

"That's all it can ever be." 

"Right," he nodded. "Well, | feel pretty darn stupid for buying those wedding rings." 

| laughed. He smiled and held my gaze. 

"May have been a little premature," | murmured. 

He got up and put on a CD. "Do you like Bathory?" 

"Never heard of them." 

"Speed. Edges on what the kids are calling black these days. From Scandinavia," he sat down. "Where all the good 
stuff is coming from. This is their last album, it's mellower than their older stuff. Kind of different but | dig 
what they're trying to achieve." 

| leaned against the backrest as Dave poured us whiskey. "I like it. Sounds cold." 

Dave chuckled. "What do you expect from Vikings?" 

"Cheers," | clinked his glass and took a mouthful of whiskey. 

| savoured the liquor as it burned down my throat. Dave downed his tumbler and topped us up. We relaxed into 
a companionable silence. Before long, the months peeled back to our asylum in the mountains, and we ushered 
in the intimacy we once shared. We decided, point blank, not to discuss our relationships. Not because we had 
anything to hide; we both knew the score, as did our partners. There was nothing sordid about any of it. 
Whatever we felt, whatever we shared, whatever this was, was ours to explore. There was no point in 
complicating things with futile analyses. We were eager to let the story unfold by the fireside. Everything else 


could wait. 


| leaned into him, our faces only inches apart. "| don't believe there is anything you could show me that | 


wouldn't want to see." 
"| almost believe that," he said in a voice that was soft, uncertain 
Dave cradled my face between his hands and brushed his lips over mine. | kissed him. Long, slow, exploring him 


softly with my lips and tongue. He drew his fingers down the edge of my jaw on either side, tickling nails 


across the smooth line of my neck, one hand mirroring the other, until he came to my chest. | drew back 


enough to see his face. 
"Believe it," | said. 


| peeled his long-sleeved shirt off his upper body and smoothed my palm over his chest and along his neck, 


drawing him closer, back to my lips. Our tongues met and entwined in another slow, searing kiss. 
"Come upstairs,” he breathed. 


We settled on the bed. | dipped my head and nibbled along the edge of his collarbone. He shuddered for me. | 
kissed down until | found his nipple, stranded in all that hardness. Dave had an incredible body. His nipple drew 
tight under my tongue. | licked my way to his other nipple and used more teeth, and he moaned as | marked 
him, lightly, nothing that wouldn't fade within moments. | kissed down the left side of his chest and abdomen, 
and my mouth came to his waist, the belt, the top of his pants. | licked from one side of his waist to the 
other, then along the front of his flat stomach. 


Dave's voice came breathy, harsh. "God, Izzy." 

| undid the buckle on his belt and the zipper came down, revealing his black bikinis. | peeled the jeans down 
Dave's long legs and he lay back on the bed, wearing nothing but the tiny undies. | wanted to snatch them away 
from him. | wanted to see him completely nude. | crawled forward and licked the edge of his stomach, so that 
my tongue dipped just below the waistband. His breath hitched. | could feel him pressed against the thin cloth, 
the hardness of him brushing against my chin as | moved around his waist. | stroked his inner thighs and 
looked at him. His eyes were half-hooded with desire. | had waited so long to do this and was happy to take my 
time with him, to savour all that he was. | kissed and grazed along his thighs until Dave moaned in frustration 
"Oh, fuck! Are you gonna keep this up?" 

"Why are you eager for it to be over so quickly?" 

"You're driving me crazy!" 

"Good. Now shut up and bear it" 

He smiled darkly. "l'm going to rip into you so fucking hard, Stradlin 

My cock jumped. "Yeah?" 

"Yeah." 


"You really think I'm gonna let you?" 


We smiled at each other for a brief moment, and then he lunged at me like a leopard. | was totally winded. He 


drew my hair to one side and bared my neck. Desire flared through me like a rocket that sent jolts straight to 
my cock. | wasn't prepared for this. | figured the balance of power would shift in his favour at some point. 


That much was obvious. But not this quickly, not so fucking soon 
"Dave," | shifted underneath him. "Um-" 


"Um nothing, Izzy. What did you say to me, shut up and bear if? Well, I'm going to be kinder to you because, 
unlike your cute attempt at control, this is the real deal. Now, do you have anything to say before | rock your 


world and ruin you forever?" 
| gulped. 
He smiled. "Good" 


Dave moved with a grace that | could only admire, and when he sucked my cock seconds later, making good use 
of his lips, tongue and ten fingers, | couldn't help but think of his guitar solos. How they mirrored his graceful 
savagery, how Dave Mustaine was the only person in the world who could be called graceful and savage in one 


breath. 
"Oh, God. Dave- fuck! 


Pleasure swelled inside me, that edge that precedes the explosion, but | didn't want it yet. Neither did Dave, as 
it transpired, because before | knew what was happening, | was locked in a skull fuck with his dick in my mouth. 
It was a shock to the system, sucking a cock that wasn't Duff's. It made it all real. We weren't playing games 
anymore. | built up a steady rhythm and sucked him good while he dug his fingers in my hair. 


"Yeah," he breathed. "God, that's good. Just like that.” 


| felt like a groupie. Who was | kidding? | was his groupie. | thought of all the women who had done this to me 
over the years; backstage, in parties, in limos and hotel rooms. There was a certain poetic justice to this. | 
smiled around his cock and sucked him harder, eliciting low, needy moans from the rock star in my mouth. Fuck 
yes, Dave. Blow your load into my throat, or better still, my face. Cover me with your jizz. | am yours to use 
and abuse as you please. But he had other ideas. 


He grabbed my chin and pulled out. "Did you like that?" 
"Yeah," | licked my lips, savouring his precome. 


He climbed on top of me and his shock of heavy curls spilled over my cheeks. | breathed in the exquisite scent. 


"You looked like you did. What were you thinking about?" 


"That I'm your groupie," | inhaled him. 


He laughed and cradled my face. "Mmm. You're cute, Izzy. Fucking gorgeous, actually. | never noticed how full 


your lips were until | saw them wrapped around my dick." 
"You taste out of this world," | pumped our cocks together and we both moaned. 
"And now I'm gonna fuck you out of this world," he thrust against me. 


He kissed me deeply, hungrily. We got totally lost in that sweltering kiss, because by the time we stopped, we 


were panting heavily, dazed and fucking ravenous. 

"Fuck, Izzy," he murmured. "Your eyes," he retrieved lube from the nightstand. 

"What about them?" 

"I'm no poet," he chuckled. "But you have the most beautiful eyes." 

Dave's fingers were deep inside, opening and preparing me. | groaned and bit my lips, riding his fingers. His 
hands were on my waist, holding me in place, steadying and directing as he entered me in a gentle rocking 
rhythm until | adjusted. We kissed and fucked in a slow sensual pace until the pain subsided. It felt incredible. 
Dave slowly sped up his ministrations and plunged into me, this side of exquisite pain. | cried out. 

"Oh fuck," my flesh was on fire. "Harder." 

He thrust in again, mercilessly, and again, deeper and harder than before. 

| was lost in the brutal pounding of Dave's body, the rhythm of his hips, the feel of his hands on my waist. 
Then he reached between us and stroked my cock, the feel of him so solid, so wet from his own body. We 
were a sweating, smacking thing that grew more urgent, more violent with each thrust. He was hitting my 
prostate with every plunge. 


| could no longer recognise my own moans. 


‘Izzy, fucking hell" he panted and cupped my head to one side, holding it, straining my neck in a long, clean line. 


"Isn't it great when reality exceeds your expectations?" 

| swallowed. "Mmhm." 

His fist tightened around my cock and he sped up. It was as if Dave knew what my body was about to do, at 
the moment that my pleasure soared over the edge, as the first drop of it spilled over my stomach, tightened 


my body and tore cries from my throat. 


"Unng, Daaaaave! 


Then he strangled me with both hands and brought my orgasm in one crashing wave after another, the lack of 
oxygen feeding into rapture. 


| rode that pleasure over and over again, until | thrashed out in a silent scream, wordless, soundless, skinless, 
boneless, | was nothing but warm spilling ecstasy. It was the kind of pleasure you'd beg for, kill for, maybe 
even die for. 

Dave moaned and writhed, nails digging into my skin, snarling and screaming, plunging into me with a new 
ferocity that reminded me that | had a body, that skin contained me, that his bones and muscles were fucking 
my body into a pulp. 

He came in a scalding wave inside me. 

"HNNNNNNNNNNNG! HNNNNNNNNNNNG!" 


Dave collapsed on top of me, twitching, while | lay underneath him near-lifeless. 


We were shaking, trembling, waiting to be able to move enough to talk, or walk, or anything. We gazed into each 
other's eyes, like fallen gods, come down to death at last. 


Neanderthal No More 


Author's Notes: 
Chapter dedicated to Jason Newsted. Yes, | know he'll never see this or read any of my stories, but it doesn't 
matter. May we all have a catalyst in our lives who teases out the best in us, even when it's raw and painful 


and inconvenient. 
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What do you do when you're sick of yourself? 

When the burden of being you becomes so heavy that its all you can do to stay sober and with it? | feel 
grinned out, talked out, quipped out. This struggle, like the toils of a spasmodic drug addict, is undoing me. The 
dark circles under my eyes are sinking deeper into my skull and making sport with my spirit. I'm tired of 
feeling like Dracula. But it ain't all bad, it gives me an air of decrepit buff. | am tired of Earth, these people, 
their tangles. | must be in love. Swallowed up whole and pastured in a mournful sound. 


| must be in love. 


Because the moment the doorbell rings, and | see his face, none of that matters. 
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Jason was nude, but that word doesn't do him justice. The fading light made his skin glow warm from the 
broadening of his shoulders to the curve of his feet. A line of dark gold hair traced the edge of his stomach 
and ran down to curl around him, where he lay swollen, partially erect, caught between sleep and passion 

| felt like a voyeur. 

"James?" he stirred. His serious face split into a sudden grin 

God, what a sucky situation | was warned not to hurt Jason's feelings and then end up knee-deep in fucking 
love with the guy. The power he holds over me is unreal. But | schooled myself, years ago, not to let on what 
I'm thinking and feeling. Lars, and now others, call me a Neanderthal. You know what | think? That it's really 
convenient. Because it absolves me of the responsibility of acting human, 


"What's up with you?" he squeezed my thigh. 


"Nothing," | got off the bed. "Do you want coffee?" 


He shook his head. 
"Something to eat?" 
"Maybe later," he ran a hand through his wild tumble of curls. 


| ached. The intensity with which | wanted to ravish him all over again was ridiculous. It was an unwelcome 


distraction. | needed to keep my shit together. 
"Okay," | pulled my jeans on. 


He frowned. "I've been away for five days and you're acting like a stranger, Het. You're all over me as usual 


and then fucking disconnect again" 


"Getting some beer," | mumbled and went downstairs to the kitchen. Jason followed moments later. | closed the 


refrigerator and took a deep breath. 
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"Everything's cool," toothy grin. "Besides, all | did was offer you refresh-" 
"Cut the crap. What is it?" 


| exhaled slowly, calming myself down. "Jason, | promise you. Nothing has happened. Everything is fine. l'm on 
edge because," | sighed. "Because l'm having an unforeseen reaction to something. Beer, at least? Will you 


fucking drink beer?" 
"Sure" 
"Um, all..sorry," | frowned at the label. "Heineken okay? Usual stuffs warm.’ 


Jason's palm trailed along my spine and rested on the small of my back. "I can drink import, James," he smiled 


amusedly. "I'm not the patriot that you are." 
| cracked it open for him. "Right" 


"| missed you.” 


"Yeah, so did |." 

He leaned against the worktop and studied my face. Poor Jason, and Lars for that matter. My neurotic inability 
to communicate feelings meant they had no choice but to become adept at face-reading. How exhausting it 
must be, being with me. 

Let's play a game," he sat at the table and gestured to a seat. 

"Cards? We gotta leave soon" 

"No," he scratched his chin. "Sit down" 


| did, and rubbed my leg against his calf. He smiled. 


"Right, so l'm gonna ask you a few questions and | want you to respond with song titles by the Beatles. Think 
of the entire song, the vibe and lyrics. Not just the titles." 


| frowned incredulously. "What?" 

"Hurnour me, okay?" 

| shrugged and sucked on my beer. 

"How do you feel about the album we're recording?” 

"Shit, Jason. Been a while since | listened to the Beatles. 

"Please?" 

| rolled my eyes. “How do | feel about the album? Fuck. Getting Better" 
"Awesome," he grinned, "See? It isn't that difficult. What are you feeling right now?" 
"Helter Skelter.” 

"Why?" 

| fidgeted. Crossed my legs, uncrossed them, "Jason, this is lame. 


"No it isn't. Since you're finding it so difficult to share your feelings with me | have no choice but to be 


creative about teasing them out of you. Why Helter Skelter?" 


| missed the swivel chair at One On One. "Because." 


"Okay," he bobbed his head. "Trying to remember the lyrics here. Um, because the wind is high, it blows my 


mind?" 

"Yeah." 

"Right. Uh, because the sky is blue, it makes me cry?" 
| nodded, 

"How does the rest go?" 

"Nevermind, Jason. | answered your question" 


He chewed his lip in concentration. "Hmmm. Aaaaahhhhhhhhhh... God, it's such a beautiful song. Been a while since 
| heard it. Sing the rest to me?" 


"Fuck no," | grabbed an apple from the bowl on the table. 
"James, come on. Please, sing the rest and that'll be it" 
| glared at him. "You know the fucking lyrics, don't you Jason?" 


"Yes | do. And if singing a fucking Beatles song is the only way I'll ever hear you tell me how you feel about me 
then I'd rather hear it like that than never at all." 


‘lm not gonna fuckin’ serenade youl” 


His nostrils flared. "And you're not gonna tell me how you feel about me. And you're not gonna tell me what's 
wrong, even though something is clearly fucking with you. And you're never going to open up to me, ever, 
unless | force it out of you with games. James, | am asking you for the millionth, and last time, what are we 


doing here?" 
| gave the apple a bite. 


He rubbed his cheeks and nodded. "Okay. Well, something happened when | was back home. Guess what, | decided 
that | would rather go back to the days when you ignored me than have to soldier through this battle with 
you any longer. I'm not going to mention the L word because | know you'd rather contract leprosy than talk 
about feelings, but I've reached the point where continuing this, whatever the fuck this is, is seriously 
detrimental to my health. So the choice is yours. Either get an immediate human transplant, and | mean fucking 
immediate James, or we're done. We go back to the way things were. Hell, you can even call me Newkid again, 
for old time's sake. If you have a problem with any of this, consider it my three-month contractually obligated 
notice. I'll fulfil my commitment to the album and leave Metallica in June.” 


| felt the blood in my veins crystallise into icy molecules. 
"Give me a sign that you understood what | said" 
| nodded. 
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Unfortunately for Jason, and for me, and possibly Metallica, threatening to leave was the surefire way to 
alienate me even more. So we'll audition new bassists. We'll get another one. Who cares? We did it before and 
we'll do it again. No one is fucking indispensable. Cliff proved that with his death. Happiness doesn't come from 
having things. It comes from being part of things. So | wouldn't have Newsted anymore. Big fucking deal. | was 
growing tired of his ultimatums anyway. Truthfully, though, | was growing even more tired of myself. Of my 
inability to act like a normal human being with normal human responses. One day | would have to go into 
therapy for that, but for now, why should Jason suffer time and again because of my issues? Jason's 
request, and the one before that, distilled down to one thing. Acknowledgement. 


| wanted to shred myself with a fucking machete. 


| vowed to give Jason what he needed before the night was over. | wasn't sure how | was going to go about it 
yet, but | was absolutely adamant to bring this shit to a conclusion one way or another. Enough. Is. Fucking. 
Enough. 


We were setting up the stage for our BOTB shindig at One On One later that evening. We had the building to 
ourselves save for the usual security detail at reception | had an uneasy feeling about tonight. Axl wasn't 
happy about Sixx listening in on new material. Izzy was more elusive than usual since hooking up with Mustaine. 
Kirk was totally fried again and had another furious argument with Lars. | never saw the attraction in cocaine. 
Seeing Kirk and Lars ploughing through their coke daze put me off even more. Give me beer. Give me bourbon. 
Ill never say no to a gin martini. Or ice cold vodka for that matter. Alcoholica indeed. We all need something to 


take away the pain. 

Ironically, Jason and | were the ones trying to lighten shit up. 
"And your cry baby whiny assed opinion would be?" 

"Just because they're from LA. doesn't mean they suck, James!" 


"Yes it does. | find it offensive when every two bit leather-clad yelp merchant is automatically labelled metal 


these days. Fuck off and get an identity, motherfucker. 


"Yelp merchant," Jason chuckled 


| looked at the guitar rig. "Kirk, remind me. Slash brings his own pickups right?" 
"Are you kidding? Its a miracle if he brings his own pedals. You're thinking of Izzy.’ 


"Right," | nodded and hooked up my phaser pedal. "Well, we have everything they need here. I'll get a spare 


pickup and a wah pedal from the storeroom' 

"Awesome," Kirk disappeared behind a Marshall stack 

"Jason" | knelt by him. ‘lm gonna make it right between us, okay?" 
"| know you will’ 

"How do you know that?" 

"Because. 

| narrowed my eyes, and then the penny dropped. Because, 
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| switched the light on in the storeroom and was surprised to find Lars squinting at me from the couch. | sat 


down next to him. 

"What's up?" | swept his hair away from his face. 

He didn't respond. | was good with that. Lars and | didn't need to talk in order to communicate. | relaxed against 
the backrest and drew him to me, pulling my arms around him and kissing the top of his head. His breathing 
deepened. Good. That meant he wasn't angry with me. | stroked his hair. | wanted to feel his lips on mine, feel 
the brush of his smooth skin under my hands. Lars affected me as he had affected me from almost the first 
time | saw him, like he was a missing part of myself that | had to bring as close to my body as | could. As if 
we would meld together someday. | was physically incapable of being so close to Lars without touching him in 
some way. 

"Hey," | whispered. 

"Mhm." 

"What can | do?" 

"What you're doing." 


| pulled him underneath me and buried my nose in his neck, breathing in the familiar scent of home. | didn't 


love Lars. They were yet to invent words to describe the way | felt about him. The closest | could think of 
was one soul that had been shorn in two by lightening. | held his face and brushed my lips over his. He leaned 
in and pressed his mouth against mine. Kissing Lars was like breathing, automatic, something my body did so 
that it wouldn't die. From the first time we had been together it was deeper than marriage, more permanent 
than anything words or paper could bind. 

Lars and Jason. Metallica. Good friends. Money. Health. 

Where did | get off acting like a fucking sub-human caricature? 


RK 


Nikki kicked his legs over the table. "Don't know what to tell you, James. | wanna do it on one hand and resent 


having any hand in the fucking thing on the other." 
"Don't be hard on yourself. Think we all feel responsible.’ 
"We do?" he exhaled smoke. 


"Yeah," | took my leather jacket off and pulled my hair over one shoulder. "I should have known this fucking 


liaison would have consequences.” 

"No pun intended, huh Smokey?" 

"Pun very much intended, Nippy." 

He laughed. The mirth faded instantly when Duff joined us. 

‘Izzy's back," he mumbled. "In case you guys were looking for him." 
"Hey pal," Nikki smiled warmly. "Fuck Stradlin How are you doing?" 
"Peachy," he swigged his usual poison. 

Nikki and | exchanged looks. 


"Duff," | sat up and squeezed his shoulder. "We have no idea what's been going on since he and Dave hooked up. 
So why don't you tell us?" 


He shrugged. "Nothing to say, James. They fucked. Izzy doesn't wanna talk about it and he's been hanging out 


with Slash, so we've barely spoken 


Nikki offered Duff a cigarette. "Sounds like he's mulling over shit. That's only natural. Don't freak out, Duff. 


Just give Izzy some time to clear the fog in his head." 

Duff fired up. "I'm not freaking out because they had sex. I'm freaking out because Izzy won't talk to me. What 
am | supposed to fucking gauge from that? The inevitable. Mr Megadeth rocked his world and now they're 
gonna run off into the sunset." 

Nikki and | scoffed in unison. 

"Don't be ridiculous," Nikki said. 

"Duff," | tapped his knee. "Izzy takes time to process shit. He's a slow burner, you know that better than any 
of us. | don't know what's going on inside his head but | can tell you this much, he loves you more than 


anything and he's probably just cooling off. Give him time. It's only been a couple of days." 


"Yeah. | know you're only trying to help, James. But if Izzy doesn't get his shit together pronto he can fuck off 
and burn in Megaland. So what are you guys playing later?" 


| smiled. "Wait and find out." 


Nikki put his hand on Duff's knee and flashed a smile. "Well, | feel privileged. Its not every day that | get to 


partake in industrial espionage and canvass the enemy.’ 

Duff grinned. "| would avoid making that kind of joke when Axl's around, dude." 

| looked at Nikki. "So you're going for it, huh?" 

"Yeah," his green eyes flicked to Duff. 

"What changed your mind?" 

Nikki cleared off the table. "Serendipity." 

"Huh?" Duff frowned. 

"So Duff" Nikki gave him a once over. "Those pants are really working out for ya" 
"Yeah?" Duff touched the pinstripe slacks that fitted him like a second skin. "Thanks." 
‘Its a full moon tonight. | hear the roof has beautiful panoramic views of Hollywood" 
"So?" 


Nikki smiled. "Duff" 


"Yog?" 
"Would you like to make out?" 

He frowned. "With who?" 

| stifled my laugh. 

Nikki's smile widened. 

"Oh," Duff swallowed hard. "Shit. Okay, yeah." 

"Cool," Nikki stood up and raised his brow when Duff remained seated. 


Duff rose and Nikki drew him closer by his padlock. "Relax, man We're just gonna have some fun. Get to know 


each other a little better. If you want to that is?" 


Fucking felt like a voyeur for the second time today. "Yes he does," | ventured. "Now scram, just be back by 
llpm okay, Duff? Before we're all too hammered to play.” 


He nodded and grinned at Nikki. They disappeared into the shadows and | sighed in relief. Watching my friends 
hook up wasn't my idea of fun Then | saw Izzy flash by en route to the kitchen. | rolled my eyes and tore 
myself away from my perch. | had no desire whatsoever to talk to him about Dave or Duff, but | was finding 
his avoidant behaviour really fucking irritating. Because it reminded me of my own issues. 

| leaned against the doorframe and looked at him. 

He packed his nose and gave me a nod. 

"Where's Axl?" | asked. 

"Talking shop with Lars in the storeroom." 

"Right." 

He stirred something into a drink and gulped it down. 

"Are you okay, Izzy?" 


"Yep. How are things with you?" 


"Pretty good. Do you wanna talk?" 


‘| wanna jam. You game?" 

"Not yet. Something | gotta do before I'm too drunk to do it justice.” 

"Oh?" he met my gaze for the first time. 

"Yeah. Izzy look, I'm the last fucking person to give you shit about this sort of thing so I'm just gonna say it 
once and be done with it because | feel partially responsible. Duff is freaking out. He's really hurting. Whatever 
you're going through right now, don't drag it out. Duff is the sweetest, kindest guy out of the lot of us so~" 
"You think | don't know that?" 

‘lm reminding you." 

He nodded. 

"Izzy," | drew closer to him. "| understand, really | do. | nearly lost Jason today and it brought shit into 
perspective for me. | know what you're going through. You're torn between your love for Duff and the urge to 
break the shackles and roam free. Its in your blood. You're a wandering spirit, Izzy. | know you can't help it,” | 
cradled his cheek with my right hand. "But please don't fuck with the best thing that's ever happened to you. 
Duff is good for you. Dave is not. It's as simple as that.” 

"| know." 

| nodded and turned to leave. 

"James?" 

"Yeah." 

“Thanks, for not judging and being a good friend." 

"Any time, man." 
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"Axl," | tugged his hair. "Can we talk?" 


‘| can spare six minutes." 


| led him out to the corridor adjoining the control room and staircase. 


"Why six?" 

He shrugged. "Because five sounds parochial. What's up?" 
"Need your help with something." 

He sat on the stairs. "What's in it for me?" 

"An open invitation to solicit my help when you need it" 
"That works. What can | do for you?" 

First of all, please be fucking discreet.” 

‘tm as silent as the sphinx." 

| laughed. "Fuck, Axl." 

"| will not fuck you." 

"Yeah. Think | can live with that" 


"Good. I'd hate to see a prime business investment shot to shit because | refused to fuck you. But you can 
borrow Slash, if you feel the need to do one of us." 


| grimaced. "Axl, | have no interest in you or any of your bandmates." 
He looked offended. "Aren't we good enough for you?" 


"Axl." 


"You could argue," he said thoughtfully. "That when we go on tour together, we'll be a united creative force. 
Working together, for each other." 


"Uh huh 

"One band, one bed” 

My eyes narrowed. 

"| know you're into that. So Slash and | would like to invite you and Lars to our bed To seal the deal, so to 


speak. A bottle of Dom Pérignon, some Beluga caviar. Saltines. Hell, bring Newsted. He looks like he gives world- 


class blowjobs. Whaddya say?" 


Every muscle in my body tensed. 

Axl burst out laughing. "Unclench, Het." 

"Motherfucker," | laughed and shook my head. 

"So now that I've screwed with you a little, you may petition my aid." 
"Shit. You almost gave me a heart attack." 

"| only fuck with people | respect, James." 

"It must be exhausting being in a band with you." 


‘| only respect two of my bandmates, but that's a whole other conversation You have 60 seconds to get to 


the fucking point, James. What do you need?" 


“There's a disused studio in the basement. You can reach it via the fire escape on the ground floor. | want you 


to bring Jason there in I5 minutes." 

"Interesting. And why should Newsted follow me down a dark fire escape?" 
"Solidarity. You're both redheads." 

Axl nodded solemnly. "Okay. l'Il deliver your bassist to you as requested" 
"You should be knighted, Axl." 

"| know." 
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What was | getting myself into? | couldn't believe what | was about to do. | had never felt so nervous and out 


of my depth as | did at that moment. 


| thought of Beethoven's Moonlight Sonata. | thought of all the greatest writers, poets and philosophers. What 
did they know about love that | didn't? | sat on the stool and strummed my electro-acoustic. | gazed at the 
dark, empty studio. The full moon cast an ethereal glow over the dusty stacks and made everything shimmer 
with the soft light emanating from the amp. | didn't have the benefit of a three-part harmony or an electric 
harpsichord, but | would do my best. | would do whatever it takes to show Jason that | am worthy of him. 
That | am worth bearing with while | figure stuff out. That in spite of my broken, bumbling ways, | could 


change. If only he gave me a chance. 


Footsteps and soft voices snapped me out of reverie. | played in front of half a million people at Monsters of 
Rock in Moscow last year, but nothing prepared me for the chilling fear | felt the moment Jason entered the 
studio. 

The door closed behind him and Jason squinted in the gloom. "James?" 

My heart pounded like a trapped thing. 

| held the C sharp minor in a soft arpeggio and strummed the intro to ‘Because. 

My fingers swept across the fretboard in the chord progression | had practiced, and | brought my lips to the 
microphone. "Aaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhh. Because the world is round, it turns me on Because the world is round, 
aaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhh. Because the wind is high, it blows my mind. Because the wind is high, aaaaaaaaaaahhhhhhh' | 
looked into Jason's moonfilled eyes. "Love is old, love is new. Love is all, love is you" 

When | was done, and lifted my head from the fretboard, Jason loomed over me. 

| cleared my throat. "Are we good?" 


"Words fail me," he murmured. "We're good." 


| slid my hands around him, gently gripping his ass. It drew a sound from low in his throat, and it took all that | 
had to keep from ripping off his clothes. 


Desire filled the dark studio like a great hand smashing down every other need. My control hung from a rapidly 
fraying thread, and Jason sensed this. 


| stood up and brushed my thumb over his lips. "What do you wanna do?" 

"You." 

His energy was a hot breath along my skin, shimmering everywhere we touched. The feel of Jason so hot and 
ready, pressed against my body on the dusty couch, was almost enough to undo me. Every touch, every 
caress, every lick, tore breathless moans from our throats, as if what | had done had somehow heightened 
the experience of us 

"Fuck, Jason" 


"| know," he deepened our kiss. 


| cupped his neck and held Jason down, trailing a wet hot slaver down his chest. | moved down his body, one lick 


and nibble at a time. | took him into my mouth and wrapped my fingers in a ring around the rest of him, my 


other hand fondling his balls, playing along that line that ran between his legs. His breath was coming quick and 


quicker. 

"James," he urged, hard body quivering against me. "Fuck me, now" 

| climbed over him and chewed his lip, tasting blood. "How much do you want it?" 
"Unng, fuck! More than anything." 


When | entered him, it wasn't hesitant or gentle. | drew myself out of his body, slowly, one inch at a time until 
| was almost free, then plunged myself back, making Jason scream. | was lost, ruined, out of my fucking mind. 
We found a rhythm that was fast, and deep and hard, and | beat my body into Jason's with a thick, brutal 


sound. 


We fucked long and hard like some invisible rope knotting, tying, thrusting in and out of each other. He raked 
his nails down my back and | set teeth into his shoulder. 


Jason's orgasm caught me unprepared. One moment | was caught in the rhythm of my body in his, and the 
next he was coming undone, thrashing underneath me. He yanked my hair, shot up and cried out. We drank 
each other down. Jason's moans soon echoed my own, as my body tightened against his, spine bowing and head 


thrown back in a shuddering release. The peace that followed the maelstrom was euphoric. 


Tainted Love 
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l'm aman. | have an ocean of testosterone flowing through my veins. Society tells us to act civilised, but the 
truth is that we're animals and sometimes you just gotta let it out. That's how | am rationalising what I'm 
doing with Dave. But you know, I'm not convinced that rationalising something so primal is entirely helpful. When 
| consider that FUS, | wanna heave. | kind of wanna hurl anyway. (Yes, | know l'm getting nada sympathy from 
you. As usual. Why is it that Hetfield gets away with murder but l'm always the fuckin’ stooge in this story?) 
When Dave said that he would ruin me for anyone else, he wasn't fucking kidding. How the hell do you explain to 
your boyfriend that you're having the most incredible, transcendental sex of your life with somebody else? 
The task of sex is to free man, not censor him, and it's probably only in this form of heightened, high-octane 
sexuality that we can push through certain barriers. Every cell in my body is expanding in the aftermath. 


There is a lesson to be learned here. 


It was early morning. Dave slid his arm around my waist and pulled my body back against his chest, hand 


smoothing along my arm and abdomen 

"Breakfast?" 

"Probably a good idea" 

| don't have oatmeal," he chuckled softly. 

"The thought of eating is making me queasy anyway.’ 

"That's because you're starving. Wanna fuck?" 

"You gotta be kidding me." 

"We'll see about that," he moved and | lamented the sudden loss of warmth. 


| closed my eyes and curled up, drawing the blanket over my shoulders. | felt queasy. Dave dispensed 


something liquid into his hands and rubbed them together. 


"Not gonna happen," | muttered. "I feel like | accidently sat on a power tool. | have no sensation in my jaw, and 


you broke my dick. No more sex, Dave. I'm serious." 


He laughed. It was a melodic sound. Dave's voice was so musical. He wasn't much of a singer, but his speech 


was a soft and dulcet thing, a wind chime in the breeze. 

The warmth was back and | sighed happily. Then | felt his fingers on my dick 
"Dave" 

"Wanna bet that | can get you off again?" 

"Oh hell" | whined. "Thing's gonna fall off" 


He laughed again and | smiled in spite of myself. He nibbled my earlobe and rolled my flaccid dick between his 
fingers, squeezing up and down, fist tightening at the upstroke. 


"Dave, stop it." 

"If you were a chick, I'd stop instantly. But we both know you want this." 

"You can't be serious," | squirmed. "So because I'm a dude my no means yes?" 

"Yep" 

| was beginning to feel a little uneasy, but Dave's ministrations were waking things up down there. | tried to 


relax into the rhythm of his slick fingers gliding over swelling, hardening flesh. | licked my lips and produced 


something of a whimper-groan. 

"God, this is fucked up." 

He buried his nose in my nape. "Which is why you're loving it" 
"Fuck you," | breathed. 


"Mmhm." 


| was fully erect now. Dave sped up, pumping me with long, deliberate strokes while teasing his thumb over the 


moistened slit, making me moan and shudder in his arms. 
He was right. 


Part of why | was enjoying this was because we were hovering on the brink of something dark and forbidden 


and not altogether consensual. While human desire has many different layers, it is the insatiable hunger for 


the taboo and the prohibited that plays an integral role in the satisfaction of lust | was getting an education 
My arm reached up to curl around Dave's neck and | cried out 

"That's right," he purred into my ear. "Come hard for me, Izzy" 

Fuuwuck, did | ever.. 


We didn't say much to each other after that. 
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We were scheduled to record ‘Dust N' Bones’ later that day, which was wonderfully ironic, because that's 


exactly how | felt. Like a plume of volcanic ash and bones. 


He lost his mind today 
He left it out back on the highway 


As | drove to West Hollywood, | considered the best way to approach the topic with Duff. My glorious and yet 
ultimately vanilla boyfriend. | had no intention of continuing the interlude with Dave for much longer. The sex 
was extraordinary, but | didn't love him. The thought of finding a way to somehow amalgamate my experiences 


with Dave into my sex life with Duff was exhilarating. But how to discuss it without hurting him? 
Unfortunately, | was already hurting him, and | was on borrowed time. 


Lars's car was parked in my driveway and | could hear Iron Maiden blasting out of the place. | braced myself 
for the twin guitar assault and thudding basslines, and let myself in. | made straight for the lounge and smiled 
when | saw James and Lars on the couch. Lars was pressed against James, hair spilling over one shoulder, eyes 
closed. James's head hung over the backrest, arm resting over Lars's chest and fingers tapping in time with 
‘Hallowed Be Thy Name’. | retreated into the corridor. It occurred to me that | had never seen them like that 
before. James and Lars seldom exhibited any affection towards each other when other people were around, 
even close friends. This was a rare glimpse into an extremely private relationship, and I'll admit, it was a joy to 


behold 

| left them to it and climbed upstairs to take a shower. 
A long shower. 

(Get your mind out of the gutter) 
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"Izzy?" James frowned. "Why didn't you come say hi, we're in the lounge." 


| wiped my mouth. "Didn't want to disturb you guys. Just dropped by for a shower and a bite to eat. Going to 


Conway soon to record vocals for that song | told you about" 

"Cool," he cracked open a beer. "Have you been doing the exercises | showed you?" 
"Not really dude." 

"What an amateur." 

"Well, technically, yeah. I'm not a singer. 

"What's that got to do with anything? You're singing lead on that song." 

"James." 

"Yes?" 

"You and Lars are so fucking cute together." 

His brow furrowed. "What?" 

| shovelled linguini into my mouth. "You guys hungry? There's more than enough left." 
"Thanks. So you saw us? Were we doing anything untoward?" 

"Nah," | grinned. "You were cuddling. Absorbed in the music." 

"Shit, that's worse! | would have genuinely preferred you seeing us fucking." 
"Who's fucking? Hey Iz. Something smells good." 

"Hello Lars," | laughed. "| made linguini, help yourself.” 

“Awesome, I'm starving. James?" 

| don't eat vegetarian crap," he grimaced. "What's next, salad? Fuckin’ zucchini?" 


"Well starve then," Lars jeered. "Idiot. This smells incredible. Wow, check out the fucking mortar and pestle! 
Dude, did you make this pesto yourself?" 


"Yeah," | nodded. 


"Cool" 

"Homemade pesto is the best, and its easier to make than you think" 

"Okay, yeah, I'll have some,” James said nonchalantly. 

Lars draped over the table and narrowed his eyes at him. "Sorry. None left." 

| stifled a giggle. The pot was full. 

Oh," James scratched his moustache. "Okay, I'll get something later." 

Lars scrunched his nose. "That'll be gone too." 

Oh really?" 

"Mhm" 

James grinned 

Lars pulled a funny face at him. 

Were they on fucking honeymoon? | had never seen them like that before. | thought James and Jason were in 
the throes of some romantic renaissance. Could it be that recent developments with Newsted had a positive, 


reinforcing consequence for James's relationship with Lars? Either way, it made me long for Duff even more. 


"Got a question, | sipped water and they turned their attention to me. "Uh, it's kind of personal, but you can 
tell me to mind my own beeswax. You guys into anything kinky?" 


Blank expressions. 

Okay then 
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"Hello. You're seven minutes late." 

| ignored you-know-who and grinned at Slash. 

"izl" he raised his head and smiled, rollup dangling from his lips. 


"Hey," | knelt by him. "Where's D?" 


Then | noticed Duff speaking to Mike in the control room. There was an air of cool, equable purpose to his body 
language. | had always found that so darn attractive. 


Slash leaned in. "Izzy, d'ya think we can have a drama-free sesh Today?" 
| resented that. "Slash, |-" 


"Chill," he blew smoke in my face. "I'm not accusing you of anything. But let's try to play nicely today. Duff's in 
a foul mood, Matt's hungover, and Axl is Axl." 


"Shocker," | helped myself to his joint. 


"You know how | feel about bad vibes in the studio, man," he whispered. "It freaks me out. | don't care if you 


guys eviscerate each other in your own time, but not here." 
"Any particular reason why Axl's mad, or is it the usual existential angst?" 


He looked at Axl and shrugged. "I'm not sure. Just cool it, okay? Don't add to shit is all I'm saying. Do you think 
you can do that?" 


"I can try. Where's Matt anyway?" 


Slash cut an E string with his teeth. "Setting up his rig. l'm just tired of walking on eggshells around everyone. 
This ain't fun anymore, Izzy. | miss the old days.” 


"Me too," | looked at Axl and he met my gaze. "Don't worry bro, I'll speak to Duff and I'll find way to pacify Ax. 
Okay?" 


Slash nodded and went back to stringing his Gibson. 


| walked over to Axl and put my arm around him in a show of camaraderie designed to make Slash feel better 


more than anything else. 
"Can we fry," | whispered in his ear, "to get along for Slash and Duff's benefit?" 


"How very telling," he said softly, "that it doesn't occur to you to get along for our benefit, for our friendship- 
what's left of it, anyway-but for the others." 


"Axl," | smiled sadly. "Lets stop pretending that we have anything to save here." 


He sighed theatrically. "Hope springs eternal, Izzy." 


| looked at him long and hard. "Time and again, Axl, you machinate this deliberate attempt to ensnare my 
sympathy and lull me into a false sense of security, as if maybe, just maybe, things might go back to the way 
they were between us." 

His eyes narrowed. 

"But the problem with that, Axl, is that | know you. | know that you would turn on me like the fuckin’ scorpion 
that you are the millisecond it fucking suited you. Because that's how you're wired, my brother, you can't help 
it" 

Pain flashed in his eyes, but it was gone instantly. "Touché." 

XE% 


| closed the door behind us and leaned against it. 


Duff sat on the couch, bringing his knee up and resting his chin over it. He looked at me with big eyes that 


sparkled with intelligence and something akin to resignation. 
| crossed my arms and took a deep breath. 
"Just hit me with it" 


"| don't know where to start, Duff. There's so much | need to talk to you about." 


He fired up a cigarette. "Well, what's the bottom line? This isn't the time or the place to get into our usual 
protracted philosophical wanderings." 


"The bottom line," | echoed and sat next to him. "Wait. Something's gnawing at me, so before we get into 
anything else, | gotta ask, are you mad at me, Duff? Because you were right there with me when | jumped into 
the proverbial fire. You told me to go ahead with this. You gave me your blessing to be with Dave. You 
encouraged me." 

He ashed his cigarette. "I'm not angry. What else?" 

"Right," | nodded. "You're not angry. But you're hurt, and its my fault." 

He shrugged. "That's a fair assessment, yeah. What else?" 


"Geez, Duff. You're not making this easy." 


"Excuse me?" his eyed widened. "Was | supposed to make this easy on you? You fucking shack up with someone 


else, completely shut me out, and I'm the one who should be cutting you slack? | know you're reality- 


challenged, Izzy, but fuckin’ come on!" 
"That's not what | meant. | know | screwed up." 


He sighed. "I thought we were good. | don't," he gulped. "I don't understand what's happening here, Izzy. Please, 
help me understand. Do you want out? Is that it?" 


| looked at him. "It's the other way round, Duff. This experience with Dave, among other things that we'll talk 
about some other time, it made me realise something. You want the bottom line? | don't want out, | want in, all 
the way in" 

"What does that mean?" 

God, this was hard. "| don't," | licked my lips. "I don't wanna play around anymore. | don't think an open 
relationship is good for me. Its not enough. Guess what I'm saying is, would you..would you consider..like, proper 
commitment?" 

He blinked. "Monogamy?" 

"Well, yeah." 

"You're yanking my chain, Stradlin. Monogamy? Like, for reak" 


| frowned. "Why's that so fuckin’ strange?" 


"Because it's youl" he snapped. "Hello? Mr freewheeling non-conformist libertine wants to be tied down? 


Shackled to monogamy? Did Mustaine Totally screw with your head?" 


"Duff," | took a deep breath. "| understand why this may shock you, but the answer is yes. | want a fully- 
committed, monogamous relationship. | used to think that by committing myself to you | would be somehow 
losing myself, sacrificing that part of me that is free and unbound to convention But all it did was screw with 
my head and compound my anxieties. Because | was running from the real issue, allowing myself to believe that 
| could be worthy of you. That | could somehow be lifted, redeemed. No one has ever cared about me as much 
as you. You love me in spite of my shortcomings and weaknesses. Don't you see? By shackling myself to you, | 


would be free at last.” 

He clicked his fingers. 

| fired up a cigarette. "Say something, man If you need time, that's cool.” 
He rubbed his cheeks and then looked at me. "No more pussy?" 


"Duff, when was the last time you were with a woman?" 


He shrugged. "Couple of months." 
"For me it's been four. Since Rio. That should tell you something." 


"| would go to the ends of the earth for you, Izzy. You know that. But monogamy? Like no pussy, ever? Look, 
it's true, I'm not feeling it. There's no point in denying that shit because we both know the score. But 


monogamy sounds so..terminal.” 


| blew out smoke. "Duff, if you wanna be with women, | don't care. l'm telling you that / don't want to be with 

anyone else. ls this a forever kind of deal? Who knows, man. I'm not clairvoyant. But I'm in love with you. Heart, 
body and soul. Excuse the fucking saccharine. | wanna move in with you, permanently. | wanna be your partner 
in more than just words. | wanna make it official somehow. God, you look pale. Okay, take your time," | squeezed 


his knee and got up. "I better get down there before Axl busts my ass." 
"Izzy," he murmured. 
| looked down at him. 


"| don't need time," he said softly. "Its always been you. Ever since | first saw you and you barely noticed me 
or remembered my name. You were the embodiment of all my dreams since way before we got together, man. 


You fucking ruined me." 
| grinned and sat astride him. "So we're doing this?" 


His hands smoothed under my shirt and around my waist. "Yeah. It's what I've always wanted. And | got a 
padlock," he cocked his brow. "Consider yourself shackled, Izzy." 


| cradled his face and brushed my lips over his. 
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It was early the next morning when | let myself into my house, skateboard under one arm and a briefcase in 
the other. | was hoping Lars was still around because | needed to consult him about something. | climbed 
upstairs to the bedroom, expecting James to be up and around. We had plans to go skateboarding that morning. 
The curtains were still drawn and the room was still. Two figures were sprawled under the covers, fast asleep. 
Great. James had forgotten about our plans. Whatever, | took my shoes off and sat on the edge of the bed, 
careful not to wake anyone. But | sure as fuck wanted to be around when Hetfield deigned to rise from his 
slumber. | squinted at the figure next to him and observed the thick russet curls under the comforter. Jason. 


Guess I'd have to call Lars later. | took a deep breath and shifted slightly, deciding to meditate until they woke 
up. 


Then my eyes fell on Jason's upswept brow. 


"Morning," | whispered. 

He rubbed his eyes. "Hey." 

"Did | wake you up?" 

"You're a trip, Izzy." 

Then he got out of bed. 

"Whoa!" | covered my eyes. "Okay! Naked Metallica! Okay." 

Jason laughed and went to the bathroom. 

‘Is it safe to open my eyes now?" 

| squinted between fingers and a glare appeared in my line of vision. 
"Good morning," | beamed at James. 

His jaw clenched. "There are no fuckin’ words, Izzy. What are you doing here?" 
"We had plans to go skateboarding, dumbass!" 

"That was tomorrow, numbnuts!" 

He threw the covers off and got up. 


"Okay!" | covered my eyes again "More naked Metallica! Okay! Fuck, I'll never be able to unsee that shit. Two 


Metallidicks in one morning. Lord, take me now!" 
"Fucking retard!" James scowled. "What did you expect?" 


| heard James zip up and figured it was safe to open my eyes. He plopped on the bed with a huff and ran a 
hand through his wild blond tresses. 


"Are you sure we said tomorrow?" | frowned. 
"Yeah," he sighed. "We're recording today, Izzy." 


"Whatever," | shrugged. "So | figure there's only one way forward” 


"Yeah?" 

"| gotta see Lars's dick now." 

"That won't be a problem" 

"Really?" 

"Lars is Scandinavian. Keeping his clothes on is the bigger challenge here." 
Jason chuckled. "Gonna make some breakfast. You guys hungry?" 

"I brought some pastries, man. They're on the counter in the kitchen" 
"Awesome!" 

"Sounds good," James yawned. "Make some tea, will ya?" 

"Sure," Jason nodded and left us alone. 

James looked at me. "So what's up with you, freakshow? You're nuttier than usual." 
"Its the energy, man. l'm buzzing" 

His brow furrowed. "The energy? Are you high, Izzy?" 

"Yeah," | smiled. "High on love dude, it's beautiful." 


"Okay," he gritted his teeth. "It's too fucking early in the morning for cosmic energies, far out lentils, incense 


and peppermints. What are you crapping flowers now?" 
‘lm not crazy, James. My reality is just different than yours.” 


"God, give me strength!" he fell back on the bed. "JAAAAAAAAAASOOOOON! | REALLY NEED THAT TEA RIGHT 
NOW! Or my fucking shotgun" 


"You're a joy in the morning, Het" 
"Fuck you." 


"I love you too, sugarplum. So listen, | need to speak to Lars about something important. Any chance | can tag 


along with you guys to the studio?" 


"Sure. What do you need Lars for anyway?" 

"What are you his keeper?" 

"That's right. Lars is currently chained to my guitar stack at One On One." 

| chuckled. "Right, well | need to talk to him about a money issue." 

"Money?" 

"Yeah. After that we'll tackle sex and religion Not bad for a Tuesday morning, huh?" 
"What, he owes you cash?" 

"No, James. Something in my paycheck doesn't add up and he's good with accounts." 
"So is Duff. What's going on Izzy?" 

| fired up a cigarette. "Think I'm being screwed over." 

"By Geffen?" 

| looked at him and shook my head. 

His eyes narrowed. "Izzy, are you suggesting what | think you are?" 


"There's a missing zero at the end of my royalty stipend. Don't know shit about taxes and garnishments. Axl 
and Duff always managed that. It's a feeling. A gut instinct." 


"Shit," James exhaled. "But do you really think Axl would" 
"In a heartbeat" 

"| see. That's why you don't wanna talk to Duff" 

"Exactly. If lim wrong, I'm wrong, its my bad. End of. But if Im right about this James, and this is Axl's latest 
attempt to screw with me, Im going to have to consider my next step very fucking carefully. | don't want 


Duff caught in the middle of this." 


James nodded. "Okay. Well, Lars is a wizard at this stuff. | don't suppose you brought your licence fee 
agreement? Songwriting splits? Your contract with Geffen?" 


"All in my briefcase. Hey man," | looked at Jason, who walked in with a breakfast trey. 


"Fresh coffee and these delicious looking pastries. Maple Danish, yum. Tharks, lz" 

| smiled at him. "No probs." 
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Lars chewed the pencil top. "Okay, so your label is giving you a royalty rate of 11%. Looks like you've got a 
similar deal to what we have. So for every record you sell, you receive 11% of the money, which is then split 
between the five of you." 

"But it ain't equal, Axl and | have clear songwriting splits.” 

‘| can see that," he shuffled papers. 

| fired up a cigarette. "God, | hope l'm wrong.” 

Lars scratched his chin. "I'm trying to figure out the breakdown of costs and taxes here. So far it looks pretty 
standard. You're getting a biannual royalty stipend. Pass me that calculator. Right, so here's the retail price, 
wholesale or distributor price. Bear in mind that record companies often try to include clauses in their 
contracts that reduce the amount they have to pay you. Like, fucking deductions for free copies, promos, 
unsold returns from retailers, shit like that. So that's 4% garnishments. Mhm" 

He entered figures in a calculator and made some notes. 

"How come you're so good at this stuff, Lars?" 

His tone was matter of fact. "Because l'm the brains in Metallica. Okay, so l'm seeing loads of deductibles for 
stuff like advances, breakables, shit, your legal fees are astronomical," he chuckled. "The list goes on. Look, Izzy, 
this is the most complicated contract I've ever seen If someone is screwing with you they'd have endless 
ways to mask it. Your songwriting splits alone is a fucking minefield I'm gonna need some time." 

"Take as long as you need. You're doing me a massive favour." 


"No problem. So you think Axl is screwing with your royalties, huh?" 


"What | think," | ashed my cig, "is that he's deliberately trying to screw with my head. To rile me up so that | 
lose control and do something stupid. | don't think it's about money." 


"Right," he took a mouthful of beer and turned to face me. "What are you gonna do if you find out that he 


really is screwing with you? Do you have a lawyer?" 


"Not yet," | sighed. "But I'm so close to throwing in the towel, man" 


"What do you mean?" 


| shrugged. "Leaving Guns N' Roses. l'm not feeling it anymore. Do you have any idea what it's like being in a 
band with someone who's about to snap like a bread stick?" 


He smiled sympathetically. 


‘lm not even blaming Axl anymore, he'll never change. | wanna go back to my roots, to the blues. | wanna 
travel. | want to spend a few months living in an overwater bungalow on a Polynesian island. | wanna wake up 
every morning and see a kaleidoscope of coral and fish in sparkling blue lagoons, blending seamlessly with 
verdant, forest-clad mountains. | wanna surf. | wanna swim. | wanna make love to Duff until we burst into 
flames and there's nothing left but ashen moulds of our dicks. But most of all, | wanna leave this city. Its like 
the entrance to the Underworld. All this delusion and egomania, this fear and loathing in Los Angeles, it's driving 


me crazy, Lars. | can't take it anymore." 


Ever Heard OF Vikings? 
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| love Denmark, but we have a word, jantelov, which means that no one is better than anyone else. It is about 
collectivism, but it also represents a system that keeps everyone down. My first trip alone was to London 
when | was I5 years old. | had broken up with a girl, bought a bottle of whiskey and took a ferry over from 
Copenhagen. | drank the whole way over. Two minutes after meeting my friend there, we were on the streets 
and | had completely forgotten about the girl. Everyone was in suits or dressed like crazy punks. In London, | 
felt a sense of freedom that | had never experienced before. | knew the day would come when | would leave 
my country and find another home. | always thought it would be England, but | guess the fates had other plans 
for me. California is my home, Metallica are my family. 

Whack! 

‘Oops! Sorry mister!" 

The girl couldn't have been older than eight. "Don't worry," | smiled. "Are you okay?" 

"Yeah. Say," her eyes lit up. "You're in that group my daddy works with!" 

"Are you Randy's kid?" 

"Yes, l'm Eloise," she smiled shyly. 

"What a pretty name, I'm Lars. You looking for your dad? I'm heading that way now." 

"Oh no! It's too loud in there!" she covered her ears. 


| chuckled. "Our music is quite loud, huh?" 


‘Its okay," she shrugged. "Only, my puzzle is in your studio. | want it back but its dark and creepy in there. 
You're nice, | like you. But your friend is scary." 


"Is he really tall with long blond hair?" 


"Hmm," she sucked in her cheek. "No, long dark hair! He's weird" 


"Kirk?" | laughed. "Okay, why don't you come with me and I'll get your puzzle back. Also," | knelt down. "Don't tell 


anyone, but | know where the secret chocolate stash is." 

Her eyes widened. "You have a secret stash?" 

"Yeah, would you like some?" 

"Whoa, you're like a candy pirate!" 

"| come from a long line of pirates," | grinned. "Ever heard of Vikings?" 
"Yeah! Do you have a winged helmet?" 

"Sure | do," | wiggled my brow. "Come on, let's raid the candy horde." 
"What's that thing you're carrying?" she asked as we climbed a flight of stairs. 
‘It's called a crash cymbal." 

"Cool! What's that?" 

"A percussion instrument, like a drum. Makes a loud crash sound" 
"Cool!" 

| opened the door to the studio suite. "Where's your puzzle honey?" 

"In there," she whispered as Kirk spun his guitar lead around like a lasso. 
We entered the studio. "Kirk, cut it out," | gestured to Eloise. 

"There you are!" he grinned at her. "Where'd you disappear to cutie?" 
Eloise looked terrified 


| put the cymbal down and smoothed her hair. "Okay, let's see if we can find your puzz-Newsted? Are you 
actually playing with this little girl's puzzle?" 


Jason lifted his head. "This is so cool, Lars. Haven't played with puzzles in years!" 


"lIl congratulate you later. Would you mind-" 


"Hey mister!" Eloise sat on the floor beside Jason. "Wanna play with me?" 

"I'd love to," he grinned. "I'm Jason, but you can call me Jase." 

‘lm Eloise, but you can call me Ellie." 

I'm Lars, but you can call me Metallica's fucking babysitter. 

| left the children to their games and went to the storeroom. | opened the safe; it contained petty cash, demo 
tapes, cocaine and chocolate. | grabbed the latter for Eloise and cut a couple of lines of coke for myself. We all 
have our favourite candy. 

"Healthy breakfast you got there," James muttered as he entered the room. 

| turned my head and looked at him. "Close the fuckin’ door!" 

He picked up our schedule and whistled. "We got a killer week coming up, huh?" 

| snorted a line. "Don't forget we're doing interviews today." 


"Yeah," he sat on the couch and hoisted up his ESP. "When are they getting here?" 


"The camera crew?" | packed my nose. "Eleven, but they're going to film us recording before that. We're doing 


guitars for ‘Don't Tread On Me’. Are you ready?" 


"Unless the goblins fucked with my rig over the weekend, I'll be ready as soon as l'm tuned up here. Lars, have 


you eaten anything this morning?" 

| rolled my eyes. "Yes." 

"Good." 

| snorted another line and locked the door. James met my eyes and raised his brows. 
"Do we have time?" he tuned his E string. 

"Nope," | straddled him as he placed his guitar on the couch. "I want a hug." 


"What you really want is my approval," James pulled his arms around me and stroked my back "But | hate you 
doing that shit and that's never going to change." 


| faced him. "I don't need your approval, James.” 


"Didn't say you needed it," he said softly. "I said you wanted it. Lars-" 
"Enough! | don't need a lecture. 

He cradled my face. ‘I'm worried about you 

"Don't be," | took a lusty lungful of James and grazed his neck 


He swept his fingers through my hair and pulled me closer to him. "I thought you said we didn't have time," 
his hands reached under my shirt and grabbed my waist. 


"We don't," | brushed my lips over his and kissed him. "So don't get excited” 
"Lars," he groaned. "I don't think I'm capable of kissing you and not getting excited." 


"Mm, | should know better than to fuck with your libido, huh?" 


"Yes," he gritted his teeth. "Are you going to behave now? Because according to that schedule of ours we have 


fifteen minutes before the cameras start rolling.” 

| frowned. "Nothing starts rolling until | fuckin’ say it does!" 

He chuckled. "Right, so what's it gonna be? You're clearly coming up and whatever is happening down here," he 
thumbed the bulge in my jeans, "is going to have a delayed reaction, which FYI, is another reason why | don't 
like you doing coke." 

"Arrogant prick," my breathing was laboured. 

"Truth hurts, huh?" 

"Wanna talk about booze and delayed reactions? Dit røvhul!" 

James squeezed my ass. "Thirteen. Fanden Minutes. Lars." 


"Fuck youl" 


The world was all heat and electricity, thick with tension that was only one spark away from exploding around 


us. James pulled me to him, slamming our bodies together. 
And then we were kissing. 


His hand slid up the back of my neck, getting entangled in my hair. We melted together. Every movement of 


mine was perfectly mirrored by his. He took his lips away from my mouth and trailed kisses down to my neck. 
| tipped my head back and moaned when the intensity returned to his mouth. Ah min fanden Gud. There was an 
animalistic quality to James that sent shock waves through my body every single time we were together. 


Knock at the door. "Guys," it was Newsted, "the camera crew are here." 
"Fuck!" James scowled. 


| got off him and opened the door. | don't know why, but | wanted Jason to see us like that. | suppose | could 
blame coke for making me an ass, but the truth is that a part of me wanted to hurt Jason and provoke some 


sort of reaction from him. Unfortunately for me, Jason's mild demeanour proved difficult to penetrate. 
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From the moment Jason breezed into our lives, all smiles, wits and epic curls, | knew he was the one for us. 
The only one who could replace Cliff. | didn't haze him like James and Kirk. You know why? Because it was a 
waste of time and I'm nothing if not efficient. Making Jason miserable was counterproductive. As it turned out, 
Newsted gave as good as he got and that didn't make it very fun for James and Kirk. | wouldn't say that Jason 
and | became bosom buddies. | regard him as a brother. But ever since he and James got together, | have 
been feeling ambivalent about things. It boils down to this; | can't blame Jason for falling in love with James. As 
flawed and exasperating as James can be, he's a b'l powerhouse of sheer animal magnetism with a heart of 
gold and a voice that can undo you in 60 seconds. And even if | resented James for reciprocating Jason's 
feelings, it wouldn't make the slightest bit of difference. It would only alienate him. Besides, | don’t resent it. | 
dont want to keep James tied down | value my freedom and would never deny him his own. Anyways, | know 


James and Jason won't last. 

James and | are going to be pissing our last in a retirement home together. 
| know it in my bones. 

"Lars?" it was my boyfriend's boyfriend. 

"Hey. What's up?" 

He shrugged. "Been a long day. Wanna go for a bite?" 

"Sure," | detached my snare. "Are the others ready to go?" 

Jason detached my ride cymbal. "I was thinking just us, actually.” 

"You wanna have dinner with me?" 


"Well yeah. ls that okay?" 


| looked at him. "What's up?" 

"Nothing, man. | just want to spend some time with you." 

"Uh huh," | placed the ride cymbal in its case. "Dinner?" 

‘Or a movie or whatever." 

| scratched my head. "Is this a date thing, Jason? Because-" 

"You already told me you're not into that. | don't need to be told twice." 

| nodded. "Right, well | can't this evening, but maybe tomorrow?" 

"Yeah, sure. See you tomorrow," he turned to leave. 

"Jason" 

"Yep?" 

"You're always hassling Kirk about his coke habit. Never me. Why is that?" 

He didn't even blink. "We're not close enough for me to hassle you." 

| dunno why, but that hurt. 

EK 

Your first love changes you. One morning you wake up and your life is no longer your own. You're sealed onto 
each other's souls. | don't even believe in souls. And then there's the fucking. Fuck, the fucking. It soaks into 
your skin. In my more cynical moments, | wonder whether that's the secret to me and James. We met. We 
jammed. We drank beer. We formed Metallica. We made out. We got signed. We screwed around. We took the 
world by storm. We screwed around some more. Pretty soon we seemed to fuse together as one in a place 
that was lighter than air. 

You haven't lived until you have loved to death. 


That's how fiercely | love James. 


"Poland on August 0, and then a few days off in London before Donington on the ITth. James?" | lifted my 
herbal tea and inhaled the fragrant steam before sipping. 


"Hm?" he put down Bukowski's Women 


| sighed and fired up a cigarette. "Shall | just do this alone? It's like you and Kirk don't give a crap where we go 


and what we do. Fucking useless the pair of you." 


"| resent that," he frowned. "We just don't care whether we're in Tel Aviv on the 20th or Paris on the 24th 


as long as we get to play there. And aren't you forgetting someone?" 

| snorted and shuffled papers. 

James sighed. "Okay, what's going on with you and Newsted?" 

"Nothing," | looked at the tour plan "Budapest on the 22nd and Munich on the 24th-" 


"And then Naboo on the 25th and Tatooine on 26th. Lars!" 


| stretched my arms and gave James a look. "Fucker wants to have dinner with me, or a movie or whatever," | 


imitated Jason's distinctive drawl. 
James smiled. "And why is Jason wanting to spend time with you pissing you off?" 


"Because it's weird," | shrugged. "Almost five years in a band together and not once has he asked me out for 


dinner or a movie. Beer, sure. But fucking dinner, James?" 


"Relax. | very much doubt that he's got flowers, candles and oysters on his mind. Why don't you just ask him? 


You know Jase, he'll give you a straight answer" 

"Already did that. He said he wants to spend some time with me” 
"Well, there's your answer” 

"But why!" 

James laughed. "Because you're cute and funny and practically edible. 
| shot him a murderous look 

But that only made him laugh harder. 

"Fuck you, Hetfield” 


"Yeah, I'm fuckable, but not very loveable. Jason is," he grinned. 


| didn't find that funny. "James." 

He angled his head enquiringly. 

"What do you see in him?" 

James studied me. "What do you mean?" 

Forget it," | got out of the bed and went to the bathroom to brush my teeth. 

The telephone rang and James spoke to someone. | brushed my teeth and let the moments flitter away like the 
trickle of sand in an hourglass. | looked at myself in the mirror and vowed not to let my insecurities fuck with 
me again. 


"Who was that?" | asked as | climbed back into bed. 


‘Izzy, he says hi. He and Duff are having a blast in Seattle. Apparently Duff's mom wants to adopt him and 


make him an honorary Irishman 
"| can't believe they'll be going away soon. It makes me sad." 


"I know," James nodded. "It feels like the end of an era. I'll really miss those fuckers, even Axl," he chuckled and 
got out of the bed. 


"Mm, we'll see them soon enough. We'll be virtually living together in a few months." 
"Heh. How fucked up is that," his voice trailed from the bathroom. 

"Not as fucked up as Jason asking me out for dinner," | mumbled and dialled a number. 
"Hello?" Jason's voice was thick. 

"I woke you up? That's lame, man. It's only..shit, lam. Sorry." 

"IFs cool. You guys okay?" 

"Yeah. Look, do you still wanna do dinner tomorrow? When are you going home?" 
"We're on the same flight to San Francisco aren't we? Yes to dinner." 

"Right," | sighed. "Sorry, I'm a little out of it. Wanna come over to my place? I'll cook" 


"Sounds good," he yawned. 


"Cool, I'll let you go. See you in the studio tomorrow morning,” 

"Night, Lars." 

"Sleep well," | hung up. 

James climbed into bed. "Who was that?" 

| turned the light off. "I'm cooking dinner for your boyfriend tomorrow." 

"He was your bandmate before he became my..whatever.” 

"Night," | kissed him. 

‘| really wanna jam right now." 

| sighed. "James, go to sleep." 

"But I'm horny." 

"Thought you wanted to jam." 

"Playing music, fucking, what's the difference?" 

| chuckled. What's the difference indeed? 
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| swirled the whiskey. "I know the nightime, | live in it. It does funny things to you." 
Jason considered that. We had a perfectly amiable steak dinner and made polite conversation about the band. It 
was hideous. Then Newsted had the sense to suggest we open the bottle of Glenfiddich he brought with him. 
Things were getting better. 

"What are you saying, that my feelings are a funny nocturnal phenomenon?" 

"No, but it all happened pretty quickly. Like, overnight quickly.’ 

"How do you know that? Have you ever asked me about my feelings, Lars?" 


| looked at him and sipped whiskey. "Would you?" 


"Probably not." 

| stretched my legs on the carpet. "Jason, look. Whatever | say, whatever happens, however confusing and 
messed up things get between us, | want you to know that | don't blame you at all. | care about you a lot and 
Im sorry if I've been terse with you." 

"Dude, you've been terse with me since 1186. It's all good." 


We exchanged smiles. 


"Has it ever occurred to you that this could bring us closer? And no, Lars, not in that way. Believe it or not 


but | have other things on my mind when | jack off" 
"Like James?" 

He looked shocked, and that made me laugh. 

"No," he blushed. "Well, sometimes." 

"Closer how? Like, sharing anecdotes?" 

"Being with James isn't easy." 


| shot him a glare. | don't know why that pissed me off. He was making perfect sense. But the look in his eyes 


haunted me, because | see it in the mirror sometimes. 
"lm not used to talking about that stuff," | murmured. 


"Exactly," he said gently. "And you guys have been together forever. Don't you ever feel the need to unload? 
And | don't mean bitch about him. Just, talk." 


| shrugged. "Like | said, | don't know any other way." 

"Well, | do. | really want to talk about it, Lars. | won't do it with Kirk for obvious reasons. | can't do it with my 
old friends because they have no idea we're involved. | suppose | could talk to my wife, give her another reason 
to divorce me," he snorted. "lm in over my head. l'm in love with a guy who happens to be one of life's biggest 
mysteries." 

"James, a mystery?" | cracked up. 


Jason laughed. "The way his brain works, yes." 


"Oh," | grinned. "Okay, I'll give ya that." 


We were getting drunk. Yaaaaaaay. 

"Okay Newsted, talk to me about your relationship with James. I'll listen. I'll be sympathetic and advise you 
where | can. But don't expect me to reciprocate. Not because | don't trust you or whatever, | just don't think | 
can talk about it. Like, physically articulate that shit. Because | never have." 

"Can you at least try?" 

"Yeah." 

"Cool. So what made you fall in love with him?" 

| looked at Jason. "Who said | was in love with James?" 


We burst out laughing. 


"Okay," | gasped. "Fuck. See, that's what coupling with a Neanderthal does to you. What made me fall in love 


with him? | dunno Jason, | was |8 and horny?" 

"Shit, what's my excuse? | was 28 and horny?" 

"Well, say what you will about James-" 

"He is incredible in the sack." 

"Oh yeah," | poured the whiskey. "Wanna do some coke?" 

"Lars," Jason tilted his head. "You know l'm not into that." 

"Just one line," | smiled mischievously. 

Jason ran a hand through his locks. "Okay look, I'll do one line with you on this occasion, and on this occasion 


only. I'm fucking serious, Lars, no more. But sure, I'll do a line in solidarity with you, to celebrate this new 


beginning between us." 

"You'll do cocaine in solidarity?" | laughed hard. "Oh, dude!" 

He managed to control himself for three seconds before bursting out laughing. 
"You know what," | held my stomach. "We don't need coke." 


"Yes! I'm so glad you feel that way," he beamed. 


Oh fuck, | was beginning to see what James saw in him. 

Ding dong 

"Who the fuck could that be? It's almost midnight.” 

| peeled myself off the carpet and went to answer the door. 

My eyes widened. "James?" 

He held his hand up. "Im not staying. But | figured Jason would be too drunk to drive home and probably crash 
over. So | got you guys some stuff for breakfast," he handed me a wicker basket wrapped in ribbons and 
cellophane. 

"James, don't be ridiculous, come in" 


"No, | don't want to intrude. Bye." 


| pulled his arm. "James! You're not intruding, now stop being an obstinate mule and come in here. It's late and 


you'll probably get another speeding ticket." 

He caressed my cheek. "Lars, your gesture is appreciated, but-" 

"Just get the fuck in here!" 

He shook his head and walked in. 
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"No, no, but that night was special," Jason's eyes glittered. "I was looking at James, and in that moment when 
he asked 80,000 people whether they wanted more, | found myself looking right at him and mouthing ‘yes’. | 
fucking wanted morel!" 

"Sweet Jesus, take me now," James rubbed his jaw. "Make it painful. Make it linger." 

"Shut up James," | waved my hand. "So that was in Boise?" 

"Belmont," Jason took a mouthful of liquor. "His voice was like melted chocolate.’ 


“Sitting right here!" 


| wanted him to ooze his sexy voice all over my naked body." 


"Oh, God" 


"Yeah," | sighed sympathetically. "You can imagine what it's like staring at his ass for 40 minutes, his sweaty 
hair clinging to his chiselled, naked back" 


"Okay!" James growled. "I'm not finding this funny anymore!" 


"Funny? I'm finding it horny," Jason grinned lasciviously. "Oh man, Lars, that reminds me, | came so hard that 


night, after the show, imagining his hair falling over my-" 


"Get them breakfast," James leered. "They'll be too hungover in the morning to remember their names, let 
alone fry an egg. Do something nice for them. | was having such a nice evening. But no, | couldn't just watch 
the fucking game, eat hot wings and leave shit well alone. No. | had to drive for miles until | found an open deli 


and get shredded to fuck for my trouble. Well, screw the pair of you. I'm going home." 


"Dude," Jason chuckled. "I'm sorry. | hear what you're saying but all | can think about is how hot you look right 
now and it's going straight to my dick" 


| grabbed James's ankle as he walked by and was dragged across the carpet for a few paces until James 


stopped and glared down at me. "Lars! Get a grip!" 

“That's what l'm doing," | giggled. 

"Guys," his voice was plaintive. "I'm trying so fucking hard to do right by you. But you're making a mockery out 
of the whole thing and yeah, | get that you're drunk. Just let me go home," he sighed. "I'll see you tomorrow, 
Ill come by around noon, okay?" 

"James," Jason staggered over. "We were just having a little fun. | know that kind of thing makes you 
uncomfortable, but you know, part of doing right by us is allowing us to express how we feel about you fo 
you, even if it's done in a drunkenly lecherous way." 

"| second that!" | pointed up at them. "I love you, James. So fucking much. And it makes me feel like shit that | 
can never tell you that, or heaven forbid hear it back. It's the most natural expression in the world and you 
are robbing me of the right to express my feelings and have them validated. You have no idea how much that 
hurts." 

Oh fuck, tears. 


| am never drinking whiskey again 


‘| love you, Lars," Jason dropped to the floor to hug me. 


| am never drinking whiskey with Newsted again 
‘| love you too," | hugged him back. 
| am never drinking whiskey with myself again 


James sighed. "Do you guys want to get off the floor? Please? | won't go, I'll stay. We'll talk. I'll do whatever 


you want," he knelt down. "Guys, come on" 

| grinned. "Whatever we want?" 

James rolled his eyes and stalked away to the kitchen. "Getting you some water." 
And then somehow, against all reason, Jason and | were kissing. 


Our kiss deepened, lengthened, and once | got over the mind-numbing shock and comprehended what was 


actually happening, it was incredible. 

"Sorry," | withdrew and got up. "I'm drunk I'm so sorry." 

"No need to apologise," he chuckled defensively and stood up. "We're drunk" 
"Yeah," | looked at the carpet. 

"Drunk," Jason echoed absentmindedly. "Think I'll go to bed. The spare bed." 
"Goodnight, Newkid." 

A smile ghosted his lips. "You never called me that before." 

"Well, it's a night of firsts." 


We looked at each other for a moment, before Jason gave me a nod and climbed upstairs. | watched him go 
and a strange squirmy feeling twisted my insides. 


The Island (Part |) 
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Los Angeles blushed with a great heat wave, gilding the Pacific skyline with an iridescent glow. The air was 
moist and sultry, as if it were being exhaled into your face. Sometimes it sounded like heavy breathing. Izzy 
went skateboarding with James on Saturday, and then it rained, cooling the ache in the city's burn. When he 
returned home he was soaked, everything clung to him and he looked hard and lean and crazy beautiful. How 
can | be mad at the jerk when he looked like that? Smiling, he threw himself on the bed and then sat up and 
kneeled at the edge of the mattress. 


"Mmmm..all that fresh air has given me an appetite," he said and grabbed me by the waistband, pulling me on 
top of him. | pinned his wrists above his head and glared. 


"What?" he licked his lips. Crazy beautiful 

"Lars called for you earlier," | looked at his mouth. 

"Yeah?" he wrapped his leg around mine, rubbing his sole over my calf. 

"He left you a message," | said, trying not to allow Izzy's subtle advances to arouse me. "Said he reviewed the 
license fee agreements and it's all legit; | sneered. "Izzy, why have you given Lars confidential financial 
transcripts belonging to Guns N' Roses? Do you realise you've broken several clauses in our contract and we'll 
be in deep shit if Geffen ever find out? And before you answer, | don't give a crap that he's a close friend" 


"Oh, shit. | never told him to keep it discreet. When | told James, | presumed-" 


"James too? Who else? Did you show our paychecks to Bon Jovi? Is Blackie Lawless poring over our taxes? Do 
you have any idea how Axl would react if he found out?" 


"I'm terrified," he drawled. 
| grabbed his chin. "You are infuriating." 


Izzy tried to free himself from my grip and we tussled for a few moments before he moved on top of me, his 


breath heavy on my neck As our eyes met and held, the anger carried a new dimension that was all too 


familiar. | looked at him and wanted to grab his collarbones as if they were fucking handlebars. 
"You got the wrong end of the stick, Duff" 


"You didn't give Lars the documents? Lars is moonlighting as an accountant for other bands and just happened 


to dial you instead of Rachel Bolan?" 

"Duff," he sighed and | yanked his hair. "Ouch. Ouch! Let me explain!" 

| really wanted vodka and a blowjob. Not necessarily in that order. 

"Okay listen," | gritted my teeth. "Suck me, and then you can explain" 

Izzy leaned in, barely brushing his lips against my own, and as his soft lips met mine my entire body felt 


molten-liquid and hot, moving seamlessly with his. | moaned into his mouth. | wanted to fuck him, and then | 


wanted to kill him, and then | wanted to resurrect him and love my zombie heart once more. Hell, I'd do him 


dead. 


We kissed briefly and | pushed his head down. Too much kissing would have taken the edge off my anger and 
there was no way in fuck | was allowing that to happen. 


"Yeah, suck it," | plunged down on his mouth with a snarl. 
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Izzy placed a vinyl on the turntable and a moment later Roll My Own by It's All Meat blared through the 
speakers. | threw him the horns by way of approval and grabbed an ice cold bottle of Stoli from the freezer. 
Izzy had a penchant for heavy psych and garage from the late !960s and | was developing a taste for it too. | 
plopped on the leather sofa and Izzy filled me in on his private investigation care of our friends in Metallica 
Regrettably, the desire to thump him had all but faded. Shit. That was the last time | was going to allow my 
dick to get in the way of a perfectly good fight. 


"So | can't tell you to mind your own business anymore?" he prepped the crack pipe. 
"Your business became mine the minute you let me inside your body." 


He laughed. "That's cold, man." 


"You're such a dumbass," | swigged vodka. "Like | don't even know why you bother hiding stuff from me 
anymore. Thought we were done with that shit." 


"That's not fair," Izzy put a piece of steel wool at one end of the tube and put the rock on the other side of 
the filter. "| wasn't so much as hiding it from you as wanting to spare you. What if | had discovered that Axl 


was pilfering funds, huh? Involved in larceny?" 
"| manage the fucking accounts, Izzy." 

"You do it with Axl" 

"Axl is involved but km the authority’ 

"The authority," he quirked his eyebrows. "That's hot, Duff" 
| chuckled. "You're hopeless 


"Mea culpa," he leaned against the headrest, hair tousled and the sun in his smile. "There's a whole new world 


inside my heart for you, Duff. Let me take you there." 
"Were you Jim Morrison in your previous life?" 
"He died in ITTI" 


| swallowed a mouthful of Stoli. "Goddamn fuckin’ hippie. Take me wherever you want, but compromise our 


privacy again and I'll lace your reefers with arsenic." 

"But then I'll be dead" 

"| have no problem with necrophilia. Fuck, that bassline is epic!" 

He flashed a wicked smile and offered me the pipe. 

When | first met Izzy and he used to say bombastic stuff like ‘trust the energy’ and ‘let me take you there’ 
with maharishi-like sincerity | wasn't sure if he was stoned, sarcastic or really meant that shit. | soon learned 
that Izzy always fucking meant that shit. He may not be the reincarnated soul of Jim Morrison, but he sure 
as hell channelled him. 

| fired up and took a hit. My lungs inflated with the onrush of ecstasy. Izzy cradled the nape of my neck and 
all sorts of yayness flooded my brain. We crossed our legs over each other, and when Izzy inhaled the pungent 
smoke into his lungs, the euphoria in his face mirrored my own. Waves of sensual and insentient joy washed 
over my body and plunged me into weeping hells of pleasure that no torturer could ever devise. 

The light poured out of us. 


And in that moment, | swear we were infinite. 
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Izzy's breathing evened into a smooth, sated rhythm and he closed his eyes, basking in the afterglow. | couldn't 
stop looking at him. His face is exquisite, each marvellously sculpted angle a study in the sensuous. Our lips 
brushed and we kissed leisurely, lingeringly, neither one of us in a hurry to come down from the crack-fuelled 
sex high. 

| rolled off him and fired up. "So what's this about getting away?" 

"James and | wanna go scuba diving in the Mamanuca Islands." 

"Mama-what? Where's that?" 

"Fiji. 

"Fucking Fiji?" | gaped at him. "We're going on tour in seven days." 

"Yeah and we're mostly packed and our equipment is being collected tomorrow. | don't see any point in hanging 
around listening to Axl rant and rave about post-production. We've been working hard and deserve a real 
vacation, Duff. Seattle was awesome, but it wasn't conducive to rest. | want to chillax on a beautiful beach. 
Three days." 

| sighed. "You and James, huh?" 

"You're more than welcome to join us." 


"I'm not into water sports." 


"Imagine it, Duff. Our very own villa on a secluded, tropical island Pristine white sand beaches, dazzling coral 


gardens and beautiful blue lagoons." 

"Fuck the lagoons. Will there be lobster?" 

Izzy chuckled. "Of course. It's an exclusive 5% resort" 

"And what am | gonna do while you and James play Treasure Island?" 
"How about | ask him to invite..um..” 

"One of them," | offered helpfully. 

"Yeah, I'll call him." 


"| don't want to disturb your bromantic getaway." 


"Don't be ridiculous," he dialled a number. "Hey. Sup. Oh yeah? That's awesome. Can | have it? Consider it rent,” 
he laughed. "You so owe me, man. So listen, would you mind if Duff came along to Fiji? Cool. Do you wanna bring 
your boyfriend?" Izzy winked at me and chuckled. "James, that's your fuckin’ business. Sure. Call me tomorrow 
and I'll make the arrangements. Don't worry about that, | know where you live," he grinned. "Sweet. Okay bro, 
talk to you tomorrow. Sleep tight," he put the phone down, 

"Lars or Jason? 


"He'll let me know tomorrow. So you're coming?" 


"Why not. Three days on a tropical island sounds like fun. As long as | get to stay in the shade and have plenty 


of booze, CDs, magazines and sex to entertain me." 

"Speaking of which," he stretched out on his side. "Wanted to ask you something." 
"Am | willing to put on a rubber bodysuit and pretend to be a doll?" 

He laughed. 

"Am | willing to squeal like a dolphin the next time you shoot your load in my face?" 
He laughed harder. 

"What is it this time, Izzy?" 

"You haven't let me fuck you in a long time." 

| exhaled smoke and looked at him. "Haven't |?" 

"Do we need to talk about this?" 

"Nah, we've been having so much sex that | barely noticed it" 

"Liar" 

"I think you prefer it that way." 

"That's not true." 

"Well, maybe | prefer it that way" 


"That's also not true." 


"What the fuck, lz? Does it really matter who's doing who? What are you keeping tabs?" 


His fingers touched my face. "We have always switched and | know you enjoy it just as much as | do. You 
haven't let me do it since Dave. If you're still hurting" 


"Just haven't felt like it," | stubbed out the cigarette. "Gonna hop in the shower." 

"Duff" 

| climbed upstairs to the bedroom, grabbed the bottle of vodka on the nightstand and locked myself in the 
bathroom. My ribs ached and | felt tears pricking my eyes. | slid down against the wall. Any minute now, I'll be 
okay. I'll be fine. Any minute now. 

A soft knock on the door. 

‘Izzy, let me fucking shower." 

"Please talk to me." 

"No." 

| heard him sigh and sit down on the other side of the door. 

| closed my eyes and took a deep breath. 


"Duff," he said softly. "I'm so sorry you're hurting. What can | do?" 


"Nothing," | wiped a tear and hugged my knees to my chest. "We've both made mistakes and | guess l'm stil 


paying for mine. I'll be okay. Just give me some space." 

"Your mistakes?" 

"Yeah, putting up with your crap and playing it cool when it was killing my spirit. Do you realise | almost had 
sex with Nikki to feel better about myself? Because | thought it would make you happy? You have no idea how 
much that fucked me up, Izzy. | can't believe what a fool I've been to enable you and Dave. But hey, that's my 
fault, right? That's my cross to bear. I'll get over it or fucking choke on it," | sucked on the bottle. 

"Duff, open the door." 

"No." 


"Please?" 


"| SAID NO! NOW FUCK OFF!" 


He didn't say another word, but he stayed on the other side of the door. | both loved him and hated him for 
that. Eventually, | got up and took a long shower. 


| had no business being so angry. | allowed this to happen and feigned indifference. For years, Izzy hovered 
around me like a moth to a blaze. Hesitant and too cool to commit, seeming to crave my warmth but rot its 
inevitable burn. Well, we're both burned now. 

| opened the door and Izzy's big eyes bored into mine. 

"Fuck you for cheating on me. Fuck you for reducing me to the word cheating Fuck you for making me believe 
that two people can become one ideal. Fuck this helplessness. Fuck you God help me, Izzy, I'll take a fucking knife 
to you. I'll carve my name in your fucking chest so that every beat of your heart will remind you that you 
belong to me." 

"Duff, | do belong to you. | don't ever want to lose you." 

"How can you lose me? You've owned me from the first moment | saw you." 

"Good. What else do you want?" 

"Fucking marry me." 

He blinked. "That's impossible." 

"Like | give a shit." 

"Okay, let's intercept impossibility.’ 

"Sure you weren't Morrison in a previous life?" 

"Fuck you, Duffy." 

"| want a divorce." 

He threw his head back and laughed. 
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The love of the Fijian people will stay in my heart forever. When we stepped off the seaplane and our toes 
touched the sand, we were greeted with drinks and the most loving welcome from staff on the beach. We 


were surrounded by panoramas of sultry, dark-leaved jungles and the renowned blue lagoons of the Yasawa 
Islands. Gentle winds carried the scent of tropical blossoms and the warm, azure waters of our private beach 
catapulted me to bliss. | felt stranded on Eden. Look at me, a sarcastic urban punk from Seattle going totally 


gaga over a tropical beach. Someone kick me. 
"Jason, kick me. Just fucking do it." 
His eyes carried over the horizon. "You'll have to kick me first 


Our traditional Fijian villa, called a bure, was separated by lush greenery and an underwater cove from James 
and Jason's place. | looked around me in a daze. Light spilled in from windows that overlooked the tranquil 
waters of the lagoon, while gentle winds carried the scent of salt air and frangipani through the breezy 
interiors. Our bure was surrounded by teal sea, black rocks, white sand, fluttering palms, and the most 
beautiful, fiery sunset | had ever seen. It was so stunning | couldn't bring myself to speak | walked into the 
bedroom and was greeted by a spacious and opulent atmosphere glittering with sun and a flush of jasmine- 
scented air over the bed. 


Warm arms embraced me from behind. "Glad you came?" 

"| never want to leave." 
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Dinner was served under the stars by lantern light on a floating pontoon in the middle of the lagoon. We dined 
on yellow fin tuna, succulent lobster, crab, sweet native fruits, and island-grown vegetables picked just that 
afternoon. They served delicious cassava and taro rissoles for Izzy that James and | ended up wolfing down 
instead. 

I'm not the most romantic person, but Fiji is a place where romance wraps around you whether you like it or 
not. After dinner, Izzy and | walked barefoot along the beach under a thick canopy of stars, and then stopped 
at the shoreline in front of our bure. We lay down on the still-warm sand and he pulled me underneath him. 
"Duff, the romance is killing me." 

| chuckled. "I know. We need to do something really cheap and nasty to compensate." 

"Mm, | like the way your foul mind works." 

"This island is getting me so hard I'd fuck a stiff wind if | could grab onto it" 

He situated his right thigh between my legs, pressing against my hard dick, bridging the breath between us. 


Hell fuckin’ yeah The rough material of his denims created a deliciously sinister friction against my rapidly 


heating body, and | moaned softly. 


"Got an idea," he smirked. "Let's do some coke and then have the dirtiest, nastiest, most rapacious fuck ever, 


and then get obscenely drunk and throw our guts up in the sand 
| grinned like a Cheshire cat. "Now that's my idea of romance." 


Later that night, | let Izzy inside my body for the first time in weeks. He fucked me into a thousand dead 
fragments, killing the last bit of pain and anger that festered within me. As he plunged into me with a ruthless, 
feral love, | knew that Izzy would never have to face the darkness that was forever inside me-the bad, the 


ugly, the twisted. 
The Duff | would never let him see. 


XX% 
| had kokoda for breakfast. 


When our charming waiter explained what it was, | almost lost my coffee and dry heaved last night's cocktail 
of cocaine and booze. But it was delicious. Kokoda is raw pieces of fish marinated in coconut cream, lime, 
lemons, onions and tomatoes. The acid in the limes and lemons cooks the fish but the cocorut gives it a 
creamy flavour. Fijian ceviche. I'm not into raw fish but | could live off kokoda. James and Izzy went surfing 
after breakfast. It may have been diving or jet skiing. Thankfully, Jason wasn't into water sports either and 
spent the morning reading and writing in his journal. We had more in common than playing bass, it transpired. A 
similar temperament for starters. Chilled, happy go lucky, whatever-dude-go-fuck-yourself kind of deal, but 
there was a live wire of volcanic intensity bubbling within us that we recognised in each other from day one. 


We never became close, but | had a feeling that was about to change. 


One thing worried me a little. | really, but really, didn't understand his arrangement with Lars and James. 
Thankfully, no one asked my opinion and | considered it a small mercy. You see, the first thing you need to 
understand about me is that that | rarely volunteer my own opinions. That doesn't mean | don't have them. | 
prefer to keep my cards close to my chest. | don't care what you think. | don't care that people often mistake 
my chill for kindness. They don't know how many times | have killed with kindness. 


"Whatcha writing there?" | asked him. 


He looked at me with open, expressive eyes. Jason is adorable. | don't know how James doesn't eat him up. He 


probably does, and | planned to ask him about that later. 


"Well," he flipped his pen. "lim reading Dostoyevsky's ‘Notes From The Underground’ and writing down some 


observations | have." 


"Yeah? Izzy's into Fyodor. Pretty dark stuff. What's this one about?" 


Its about a brooding, alienated guy and his ramblings on the human condition. Half the book is a tirade against 
Western philosophy. Its considered to be the first existentialist novel. | absolutely love it, but it's too heavy 
and depressing to read back home." 

"That sounds just like ‘Crime and Punishment’ minus the murder." 

"Dude, that's so true. But its Dostoyevsky so what do you expect." 

"Is James into friendly Fyodor?" 

Jason laughed. "Fuck no. That's so not his style. James is into writers like Burroughs, Bukowski and Kerouac. His 
role model is Huckleberry Finn. Classic Americana Can you think of anything more far removed from the 
cobbled alleys of Saint Petersburg?" 

| almost spit out my drink laughing. "Shit" 

"Exactly," Jason chuckled. "We're very different, James and |” 

| snorted. "You can say that again." 

"Anything you wanna add to that?" 

"Nope," | put It's All Meat in my CD player. 


"Duff, it's cool. | know you and Lars are tight and you probably think l'm interfering." 


| gaped at him. "Jason, believe me when | say that is so fofally not what | think. Okay look, you wanna know 
what | really think about the whole thing?" 


He turned a page in his journal. "Okay." 

"You and James belong together." 

He met my gaze, clearly taken aback. Then he turned his attention back to his journal. Jason was obviously so 
used to feeling like the underdog in that relationship that telling him otherwise had shaken him. See, this right 
here is why | usually shut the fuck up. 

"Really?" 

"| don't think they make each other happy. Sure, they love each other and have this epic bond, and I'm sure 
their sex life is hotter than hell. But happiness? Like, simple unadulterated joy? No fucking way. James makes 


Lars miserable, which makes James miserable. Which makes Lars even more miserable. You should see the way 


James looks at you. There's lightness and tenderness there that I've never seen in him before." 


"With all due respect, Duff, you have no idea what you're talking about" 

| nodded. "You're right. What was | thinking? I'm out of drink-" 

"Sorry," he sighed. "I'm sorry. You were only being honest. It's complicated, okay?" 

"Jason, your loyalty is noble and yeah, Lars and | are close, so you know that shit ain't easy for me to admit. | 
feel like I'm being disloyal to him, but that's how | feel. Do you and James stand a chance of having a normal 
relationship? | doubt it. Maybe you should have a three-way thing. l'm fucking serious, maybe that'll solve the 


problem." 


Jason's fingers trailed through the sand. The damp morning fog had hardened the sand and the rising heat had 
set it so that with every footstep, the surface cracked. 


"We kind of already do," he said quietly. 
| looked at him, and then we picked up the beat of galloping horses. 


Jason and | stood up and peered over the rocks. The chink and creak of saddles and the thud of hooves 
sounded closer now. It was James and Izzy galloping over the sand on their way to the other side of the island. 
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Jason and | took a long walk along one of the remote beaches that ringed the island, and a lunch of fresh 
lobster awaited us in a cool and shady cabana. | was enjoying his company tremendously. He was warm and 
funny and super intelligent. As we sprawled in hammocks overlooking the blue waters that tapered and tangled 
with thick reeds and the jungle beyond, | raised the subject | was dying to ask him about. 

Was James really that good in bed? 


Jason grinned. 


"So what are we talking about here? | need to understand this. The dude is fucking legendary. | want to know 
what makes James Hetfield a sex god." 


"Shit," he laughed. "Duff, there is no way | can answer that question without sounding like a complete dork 
Lets just say that he knows what he's doing." 


"Nope, that's not good enough. Details, please." 


"What do you want to know?" 


| fired up a cigarette. "Okay, what does it feel like when he touches you?" 


| swear he blushed. Fuck me. If | wasn't so madly in love with Izzy, and otherwise straight, | would have totally 


fallen for Jason in that moment. 


"When James touches me, | feel it in my blood. It's like a sanguine call that connects all the different parts of 


me into one breathing core. He centres me. Does that sound totally lame?" 
| swallowed. "Go on" 


Its everything about him, man. He has this crazy physical allure, this erotic charisma. When James fucks, he 
becomes this primal force, like a wild man of the woods. But the thing that really gets me, the thing that 
brings me to my knees every fucking time, is how gentle he can be amidst all that power. When we have sex, | 
feel possessed, and sometimes it's overwhelming. He's a force of nature, and like a force of nature, James can 
be destructive. But he is also the kindest and most exciting person | have ever known. He has the heart of a 


peasant and the mind of a conqueror. | challenge anyone to spend a few days with James and not fall in love 


with him" 

"Kirk?" 

"Kirk is a phenomenon best explained by zoologists." 

| chuckled and ashed my cigarette. "Wow, Jason. That's intense." 


"You know," he said pensively. "When | joined Metallica in ‘86 and he and Kirk used to haze and prank me all the 
fucking time, | would catch the odd tender glance from James, like he was checking up on me or something. | 
didn't know him well enough in those days to realise that he was making sure | was alright, but in hindsight, 
certain memories carry a different meaning for me now. James was in mourning for a very long time. Cliffs 


death almost killed him and he spiralled into alcohol abuse and violence." 
"Violence?" 


"Duff, some things are best left alone. It was a dark time. But my point is that even in James's darkest hour 
he would always make sure | was okay. Sure, he was typically brusque and aggressive about it, but by that 


point he didn't intimidate me anymore." 
"When did you realise you had feelings for him?" 


He scratched his chin. "Like, sexual feelings? Couple of years ago. It was a gradual thing, one night I'm jacking 
off thinking about him, and a few months later | was like, whoa, my heart is fucking pounding every time he 
speaks to me. What's that all about? Then we became closer last fall, when we started recording the album. 


The next thing | know he's stroking my hair during a dark room session and a few hours later... fuck" 


"Fuck," | echoed, mesmerised by his words. "So wait, what did you mean earlier when you said that you're kind 


of already in a three-way relationship?" 


There was silence for a moment, and as Jason's eyes held my own with a steady bearing, only birdsong and 


the gentle lapping of waves on the shore could be heard. 


EK 
Izzy stood in the doorway with his hands in his pockets, the picture of nonchalance, too gorgeous for words. 


His windswept hair fell around his face, and his mercury eyes glimmered more brightly than anything. And 


they were fixed solely on me. 

"Hi." 

| grinned at him. 

"You know what | realised today when | was swimming with manta rays?" 

"What's that?" 

"My heart doesn't fucking work right without you." 

My breath hitched in my throat. 

"Were you serious, Duff, about getting married?" 

| snorted. "We can't, remember? Plus, | thought you didn't believe in that." 

"I didn't," he shrugged. “Until you brought it up. True, we cant marry in the traditional sense. But you know," 
he slumped on the bed, "in ancient Greece and Rome, an actual wedding ceremony was not needed to legalise a 
marriage. A couple could live together and have adfectus maritalis, which was like a decree before the gods, in 
order for a marriage to be valid. It wasn't uncommon for Spartan soldiers and Roman legionnaires to marry in 
that way. They spent their entire lives with their regiments. Same sex relationships were commonplace in the 
ancient world" 

"How do you know all that?" 

"You know | read a lot of history." 


"So like a symbolic union kind of thing." 


"Uh huh," a smile stretched his lips. "Duff, are you actually blushing?" 


"Fuck off," | grabbed a cocktail from the ever-replenished supply. 
He laughed. 


| settled down on the bed, closing my eyes, willing my mind to empty. As | lay there, it occurred to me that 
this nomadic soul, this Izzy, whose indecisiveness was once as wide and wavering as the ocean, was finally 
committed to me. | realised it the way a person realises they are hungry or thirsty. The knowledge seeped out 
of my brain and into my heart. My eyes opened and fell on his long, strong, beautiful fingers, stroking my 
arms and chest. | closed my eyes again, drunk with a fierce love that grew hotter with every caress, and as 


his fingers unbuckled my pants and smoothed along my dick, | said it. 


"This is it," | breathed. "Isn't it? That flashing, throbbing moment where you realise that the person you're 
with is the greatest love of your life. Izzy, we are killing each other. We are totally ruining each other. If one 


of us leaves, the other will be destroyed." 
"How about a shot of truth in that doom cocktail? We're gonna grow old together." 


His fingers went back to work and | felt as if | was being dragged out to sea by this incredible undertow. | 
could no longer deny the boiling words of my blood. This is the person | wanted to spend the rest of my life 
with. Fucking love. Sometimes it brings us into the darkest corners of our lives, but we survive because love 
guides us through the fears and uncertainties. And other times, love brings us to the highest echelons of 


madness, the most absolute and perfect happy madness we have ever known. 
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Sweat trickled down my nape as | climbed the treacherously steep, muddy slopes, grabbing at anything strong 
enough to bear weight while my feet slipped, sending mud tumbling far down to the river below. The descents 
were just as slick, and as | swung down | was careful not to hastily grab the wrong vine; some were covered in 
thorns, others biting ants or worse. Duff and | squirmed through dense snares and tangles of rattan as the 
sharp points tore at our flesh. It was totally righteous. 

He wiped his brow. "This is hard graft, man." 

"Welcome to the jungle, Duff." 

He laughed. "Its wetter than a boar's armpit out here and twice as fucking smelly.’ 


He was right about the wet. "Wanna go back?" 


"What and play millionaire yacht club with Tweedledum and Tweedledee? Are you kidding me? I'm having the 


time of my life out here’ 
"All right," | grinned. "Man, l'm really feeling Lord of the Flies right now." 
"What are you saying, Jack? You want to kill me with spears?" 

| chuckled. "Come on, Ralph, the rapids are waiting” 


He followed me. "| so would have been Jack." 


We slogged through cool murky rivers, but the bottoms were uneven, slippery and not visible through the silt. 
The lagoons twisted, turned and dropped off into little waterfalls. It took some slippery balancing moves to 
climb the tiers through the flowing current, or to edge along the wet, near vertical banks. After just a few 
minutes of these gymnastic endeavours, | was soaked in sweat. After a few more | felt like | had lost half of 
my bodily fluids. | was convinced that | would never be able to drink enough water to keep up with my 
perspiration. Hiking through the jungle was hard work, but that wasn't the reason that | felt so uncomfortable. 
Things were beginning to crystallise in my head. 

James, Lars. Our situation | am so tired of calling it that, of having other people tiptoe around it like a roach. 
When | have trouble sleeping, which is every fucking night, | think about our situation and slip into a coma. In 
my mind, things are so simple. It's only when | try to speak my emotions that | get into trouble. Whatever, 
emotions are caused by biochemical secretions in the body. | am stronger than my body. 

"Jason, are you sure smoking a doob in the jungle is a good idea?" 

"Where the fuck else? Whoa! Look at those bats!" 

"Dynamite." 

“That is totally rad" 

"Totally." 

| handed Duff the joint. "I need to whizz, man" 

"Break the seal, my brother." 

"Finish that doob and I'll break it over your head" 

"Shit! Did you hear that growl?" 

"Don't worry. I'll save you from the big cats." 

| relieved myself against a tree. Something slithered to my right. | am not afraid of snakes, | equate those to 
bears and mountain lions, which haven't bothered me since | was a kid. Give them a wide berth and you'll be 
okay. I'm not crazy about bugs, though. 

"Aren't you worried about that anaconda biting you in the junk?" 


| flipped him off. 


In a masochistic way, | enjoyed the ardours of the landscape. They made plain the ardours of my mind. IT was 


great to feel my body working hard, my muscles challenged. But | couldn't achieve the same focus of mind 
that | did in other environments when | pushed myself this hard. Then again, how often do | go hiking in the 
jungle? Playing live is my nirvana That's where | find my focus. We continued on, two stoners trudging through 
the rainforest. | looked around at the creepy crawlies. 

Duff was holding up a lizard in his hands. 

"Duuuuuuude. It's staring into my soul." 

“That is significantly cool." 


"Do you want to come back to LA. with me?" he cooed at the reptile. 


Duff hadn't had a drop of booze since the morning, and it humbled me. His eyes glimmered with awe and 


wonder, mirroring my own. We were like children again. 
| felt indebted to the island for that. 
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Darkness descended. James and Izzy were night diving the coral reefs. When | asked James if he wanted to see 
the ancient limestone cave that we discovered in the jungle that day he looked at me as if | suggested we add 


a fiddler to Metallica Okay. 

Duff and | pitched our hammocks under a tarp and swathed them in bug netting. | inspected all openings in the 
netting, tying them closed. | told myself that | am going mad, there is no way that anything can get in 
Compulsively, | checked the netting all over again. | sat on a thick vine that formed a nice swing, taking deep 
breaths and calming down My momentary mental panic was subsiding. We were three minutes away from our 
bures but decided to have dinner on the edge of the jungle. Oh, fuck | felt something sting my back, through 
my shirt. | decided it was nothing. 

It happened again. This time | jumped up. 

Duff grinned. "Your blood must be delicious." 

"Yeah, l'm a regular vampire magnet." 

| have a bottle of Grey Goose here with your name on it" 


| laughed. "My name, huh?" 


"Gimmie a break, Jase. | haven't had a drop since the morning." 


| felt a familiar itch on my ankle. "Duff, throw me the fucking torch, please." 


| shined the torch to find a leech trying to suck my blood. | flicked it off, accidentally emitting a slight squeal. 
Duff came over, picked up the leech and dropped it into the small pool of wax at the tip of a candle. The 


creature writhed for a moment before mummifying in slow motion It was a hugely satisfying visual. 
"You know what's fucking with me right now?" 

| was entranced by the leech mummy. "What?" 

"Whats the difference between a jungle and a rainforest?" 


"lim not sure," | settled into the hammock. "I think jungle is a Hindi work for rainforest, and jungles are smaller 
than rainforests. You never hear the Amazon rainforest being called a jungle, but it's essentially the same 
ecosystem, | think.” 


"Also, its something to do with light and undergrowth. Oh man, Jason, what the fuck are those whistles? Diya 
think Izzy and James are fucking with us?" 


"IFs birds and monkeys, Duff. Drink vodka." 
"You don't need to tell me twice," he chuckled "To the jungle." 
"To the jungle," | lifted my beer. 


We ate a feast of clay baked swordfish and the most delicious saffron honeyed sweets. We spent a while 
chatting and | flicked several more bloodsuckers off my feet, before deciding that | needed to sleep. | was 
exhausted from our day of hiking. | showered and climbed into bed. We were 19 hours ahead of California, but | 
had no idea what time it was. Okay, sleep Jason. Come on. You can do it. Green light gingerly filtered down to 
my resting place, and the sounds of the island quickly melted away to fantasy. James. That strip of downy 
belly hair that leads down to his dick. Fucking hell, and this is supposed to lull me to sleep? | was too tired to 
jack off but my mind was buzzing. Think about the situation. Situation. Situation. Situation Situation. Situation. 
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Something stirred me out of slumber. A strong body pressed to my back. My arm reached up to curl around 


his neck and touch salt sea locks. The scent of musk, woodruff and balm. It was the scent | dreamed in. James. 
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| opened my eyes to sun streaming in from the open windows, all ablaze with colour, illuminating the 
embroidered native hangings in rich shades of gold and crimson. | walked out to the sunlit terrace and looked at 


the rolling ocean. 


Arms wrapped around me. "Waterfall, five minutes." 

| covered his arms with my own. "Good morning.” 

"Hey," he embraced me. "Will you and Duff be lounging in the sun today?" 
"James, how long have you known me?" 

Five fun-packed years." 


"When have you ever seen me fucking lounge anywhere for longer than 60 seconds, and even then it's usually 


because I've just busted my nut" 


"Good point," he kissed the side of my neck and nibbled on my earlobe as he breathed into my ear. “Speaking of 
which, did you hear what | just said?" 


| shuddered in his arms. "Yeah. Waterfall. Which one?" 
"The one behind our bure, jungle boy." 
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James stood up in the lagoon and water streamed down the perfection of his skin, drawing my eyes down the 
length of his body, finding him partially erect. | moved through the thigh-deep water. We looked at each other 
as the soft, white light grew brighter in the canopy of trees and surging cadence of the waterfall, almost 
invisible in sunlight. Something unspoken passed between us. He pulled me towards him, his hands at my back, 
pressing our bodies against one another. My hands, my mouth, my body swarmed over his, tracing that slick, 
wet muscled skin. James led me to the soft, mossy bank, where he covered my body with his and lowered his 
mouth towards mine. With our lips barely touching, he licked and chewed my bottom lip. My breathing 
quickened and | closed my eyes, fixed and absorbed in the looming tide. He pumped my dick in a maddeningly 
slow stride, deepening our kiss, remaining achingly measured as | trembled beneath him. This here is how 


James kills me. 
"James," my fingers twisted in his hair. 


"Shhh," he cradled my face. "You know l'm going to pound you into the earth in a matter of minutes. These 


trees will never be the same when l'm done with you.” 
"| think it's raining.” 
"Perfect," his lips covered mine. 


| was drowning in sounds, blood rushing through my body, my heart wet and thudding. My pulse was like a 


second heartbeat in a thousand places under my skin 
| sat up, panting. "I want to suck you." 
"Well, okay. I'll allow that." 


| laughed and he gave me the warmest, sweetest smile | had ever seen from him. It made me fall in love with 


James all over again. 

"Jason?" he tilted his head. "Did you smoke something before you came out here?" 

He filled my mouth and | sucked on him, the shaft, the balls, licking and worshipping him. | looked up and found 
that his eyes had bled to midnight blue. | wrapped my hands around the smooth tightness of his ass, and gave 
myself over to the joy of it. 


Then a thought came to me. "You know when you used to haze me back in the day, did it ever occur to you to 


take advantage of me? Sexually | mean" 

His frown was epic. "What the fuck, Newsted. I'm not a monster." 

"Okay," | flicked my tongue over the moistened slit, drawing precum. 

He moaned. "You sound dis..appo..ch, fuck" 

"Maybe a litle." 

"What?" 

"Do you want this blowjob or not?" 

He thrust into my mouth by way of response. | sucked him hard and fast now, no control, no waiting, just the 
feel of him rolling in and out of my mouth as | pulled on him. Then all of a sudden he flipped me over and two 
blue flames smouldered on high. 

His voice dripped across my skin like warm honey. "Do you want me?" 

| tried to speak but couldn't remember where my mouth was. The moments blurred, the trees rustled like 
living things, the air was iron and loam and thick with tension, and then James plunged into me with a breath- 
stealing, heart-stopping power. He fucked me like scalding water rushing into a cup, filling me to the brim, 


consuming me, claiming me, until my spine bowed, my hands flailed, and | cried out his name. 


eR 


Later that morning, Duff and | went back to the cave. 


Bats flittered around the entrance, and there was no trigger or warning when a swell of what can only be 
described as a bat cyclone began to emerge in a spectacular flume. It was mind boggling. We entered the cave 
and towering stalagmites met in spectacular cathedral caverns. It was too dark to fully appreciate the 
grandeur of the place when we discovered it yesterday. We looked around, entranced and in awe. 

Then we saw it. Brightly coloured cave paintings covering the walls and ceilings. There was an eerie sense of 
movement in the ancient artwork. | swallowed hard. | felt a vague sense of trepidation, as if our presence had 
disturbed an ancient, sacred procession All around us were galloping deer, horses, mastodon and cattle. Woolly 
mammoths, tusks curved high, marched down the walls, heading straight for us. Duff took a step back. A 
succession of lagoons, mini islands, intricate channels, cataracts, rapids and whirlpools. 

The beat was deafening. 

| felt hypnotised by the symphonic hum of the island. 

"Duff," | swallowed. 


He didn't answer. His eyes were glued to an ellipsoidal painting in ochre wash that looked disturbingly like a bass 


guitar. We were gazing at it like a solar eclipse. 

"Does that," he pointed to the shape, "look like it has a really long neck?" 

"It looks like a fucking Fender J Bass." 

"Yeah. Can we get wasted now?" 

"Let's go," but | couldn't move. 

Duff pulled my arm and we exited the cave, and the jungle, for the last time. 
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"You are nailing those bats!" Duff's eyes widened as he inspected my drawings. 

We were sprawled on the floor, drinking and yapping, | was also drawing and Duff was thumbing through ‘Notes 
From the Underground’. Our experience in the cave had shaken us both, but | had a suspicion that the 


undercurrent of desperation was offset by other factors. | had no idea why Duff was so nervous. It may have 
been tour jitters. In 12 hours they were going on the biggest world tour Guns N' Roses had ever experienced. 


But what did | know? | sure as hell didn't share all my troubles with him. 


"Okay, I'm in love with this book," he enthused. "Check this out: / swear to you gentlemen, that to be overly 


conscious is a sickness, a real, thorough sickness! Yes! Fuck, it's like Fyodor can read my mind. He is totally rad. I'm 


getting a copy." 

‘| think that's the first time anyone called Dostoyevsky rad. You can have mine." 
"Really? Duuuuudel Will you sign it for me?" 

| laughed. "Sure." 

| took the book and scribbled the first thing that came to my mind. 

Duff, 

Everything in this book 

may be 

all wrong 

But if so, 

its 

all right! 

- Bat Boy 

Duff read the dedication and laughed. "You're such a rock star. Thark you." 
My face fell on the bat illustrations and | hummed. "I'm not a rock star, Duff" 


He swigged the Jagermeister and handed it to me. "You're right. You're even cooler than that, you're a metal 


star. That's the coolest tier after movie star and rock star. 
"One problem with that," | chewed a piece of paper. 

"What's that?" 

"In metal we don't say shit like metal star" 


Duff howled with laughter. 


"Hmmmmmmmmmm," | was so fucked. "Duff." 


He was still giggling. 

| need to make a phone call." 

"Who d'ya wanna call? God?" 

"Lars" 

"Close enough." 

"Yeah," | lolled my tongue and licked something non-descript. 
"IFs really late back home, you'll see him tomorrow night." 


"Duff, | love you, but fuck off. We need to pack Tweedledum and Tweedledee will be back soon from swimming 
with sharks or whatever the fuck they did today." 


"Jase," he knocked on my head, "Are you in there?" 

"| want to watch Sesame Street" 

"Please don't drunk dial Lars. Nothing good can come of it" 

"Duff. Go" 

"Okay," he sighed. "But I'm taking the bottle." 

| waved at him. 

Then | went to the wardrobe and closed the door. Then | remembered that | didn't have the phone with me so 
| shot out, grabbed the phone, and whooshed back to the wardrobe, falling over the cord and cursing loudly. | 
left the door slightly ajar and brought my knees to my chest. Ouch. | dialled a number. 

"Hello?" 

"Um, hi 

A sharp intake of breath. "Are you guys okay?" 


"We're fine." 


"Jesus Christ. What's up Jason?" 


| bobbed my head against my knees. "I miss you." 

"Thats why you're calling me at 3am?" 

"What's so strange about that?" 

"Have you been drinking?" 

Polka dots danced in my field of vision. "Wanted to ask you something." 
"Where's James?" 

"Surfing with tuna. | mean Tweedledee." 

"Uh huh. Jase, I'll see you tomorrow evening. We'll talk, okay?" 

"Do you ever think about that kiss?" 

He sighed. "Jason" 

| asked you a question" 

"What do you want me to say? Its fucking 3am! You woke me up." 
"The truth." 

"Yes, | do. But not in the way that you mean." 

"Liar" 

"Jason we are not having this conversation right now." 

"Liar" 

"God, you're hammered. What's wrong? Did you and James have a fight?" 
"Fuck off. James and | are perfect. It ain't all about him!" 

"Okay, calm down. Take a deep breath." 


"More perfect than you'll ever be." 


Silence. 
"Does he make you miserable? Are you two killing each other?" 


Deep exhale. "Like, | don't even know what to say right now. Jason, you are drunk. You are freaking out. You are 
overwhelmed. Must be something on the island that's—" 


"Oh my God! You patronising jackass! I'm done with that, do you hear me Lars? Done. We're on equal footing 


now. So don't you dare tell me that | am overwhelmed." 


"Jason, if you don't calm down I'm going to hang up and disconnect the fucking phone. | am willing to talk to you 


while you're wasted because | understand this is something you needed to do. But calm down right now." 
"WHO ARE YOU MY FUCKING FATHER?" 
"l'Il be worse than ten fathers to you if you don't calm the fuck down!" 


| closed my eyes. 


Good." 
"Okay, | feel better.” 


‘Im glad," his voice was soft, soothing. Something | barely recognised. "Now, are you telling me that you have 
feelings for me? Is that what this is about?" 


"Yes. It's different from my feelings for James. Remember last year when James and | hooked up and | told 
you guys that | wanted in? Remember that chat in the storeroom?" 


"You said you wanted to factor in the decision making process." 


"I realised that | can fix you. Like, you and James," | rubbed my eyes. "Probably for the best if we talked about 


this another time. I'm significantly hammered, Lars." 

"Really? | would never have guessed 

The wardrobe door sprung open and James shot me a puzzled look. 
| squinted at the sudden light. "Apollo! The sun god!" 


"What?" 


"Apollo is back from his voyage on the high seas." 

"Give me Apollo please." 

The world was spinning around me. "Do..don't sshell my sshecrets, Lars." 

| won't shell your shecrets.” 

| handed the receiver to James and stumbled out of the wardrobe. 
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Three planes and 32 hours later, we were back in Los Angeles. 

Saying goodbye to Duff and Izzy was traumatic. We were all perfectly dignified and manly about it, but | could 
tell that James and Izzy were crushed. We would probably all see each other again in a few weeks when Guns 


N' Roses were back on the West Coast, but it wouldn't be the same. It was the end of an era and we knew it. 


They continued on to Duff's while James and | drove to Izzy's place in West Hollywood, which had become 


Metallica's headquarters while we were recording in LA. 

| didn't so much as hug Kirk as fall over him. "What are you doing here?" 
"Watching Fraggle Rock. Look at that tan!" 

"Yeah, amazing what a few days in the tropics can do for you." 

"Dude, did you contract any water borne parasites?" 

| laughed. "| missed you, man" 

"Hey," Lars gave me a warm hug. 

"Sorry," | whispered into his ear and he nodded. 

"How are you doing?" Lars asked James. "You look like you need a vacation" 
"Heh. | think sleep is the order of the day. Sup Hamster?" he hugged Kirk 
‘Lars made the most incredible spready thingies. Then he made hot cocoa." 


"Yeah, that was an hour ago and you still haven't tasted it." 


"That's because l'm waiting for it to get all good and yucky." 

Lars shook his head. "Then what's the point of hot chocolate you freakshow?" 
"Whatever. Come on Jase, let's watch Fraggle Rock" 

| followed him into the lounge and plopped on the couch, rubbing my eyes. 
"Im beat, man. Don't know how long lil last, even for the mighty Gorgs” 


"Got something for you," Kirk patted his trouser pockets and frowned, then took his jeans off and shook them 
around, trying to release the object. "Fuck, where did | put it?" 


| rolled a reefer. "Check your hair." 

Kirk ran his fingers through his curls. "No. Oh, wait a moment!" he said with a British accent and then reached 
into his shirt and touched his chest. "Ah, here it is. | made a tape recording of everything you missed in the 
studio, and some new riffs." 

"You wearing a bra these days?" 

"Don't judge." 

"Thanks Kirk, I'll listen to it later." 

"My name is no longer Kirk" 


"What?" | was laughing already. 


"I am Shahadi of Egypt, son of the God Wozerkaf, King of Kings, Lord of the Two Lands, Conqueror of the East 


and West, and fabulous fisherman’ 

"Do you have a nickname?" 

He shrugged. "Call me Shad 

"Chad?" | fired up the joint 

Kirk tasted the cold hot cocoa, frowned, and put it down. "So tell me something” 


"Yes?" 


"Have you invited Lars to your adult sleepover with James?" 

My eyes widened, narrowed, and then | coughed. "What?" 

"Gobo and Mokey are running from the Gorgs! Run like the wind fellas!" 
| smoked in silence and nodded off 

KKK 

"Jason," Lars shook me gently. "Go to bed man, you're totally jetlagged 
| opened my eyes. 'I need a shower. We need to tak. Where's Gobo?" 
"What?" Lars frowned 

"Chad of Egypt! 

"Oh, Kirk left an hour ago. Come on Jason, get up and go to bed" 

"Man, I've only been back an hour and you're barking orders at me already" 
"Call Amnesty tomorrow. Now go to bed" 


| staggered up and almost fell down again. | was stoned and dog tired and pissed off and overwhelmed and 


everything else Lars fucking said | was. "Where's James?" 

"Asleep 

"Ii going now" 

Lars sighed and followed me to the corridor. "Where are you going Jason?" 

"Im catching the next flight to San Francisco.” 

"| don't think so. We have a meeting with Elektra first thing. Go to bed" 

"Fuck of fl You are not my boss and I've had enough of you telling me what to do’ 
Lars rubbed his face. "Okay, | think | know what we need” 


"What's that?" | leaned against the wall and tried not to throw up. 


"We're having a dark room session, the three of us, as soon as James wakes up. And if | have to fucking stand 
by the door to prevent you from leaving that's exactly what I'll do. Now," he jabbed his finger in my chest. 
"Get up there and go to sleep right now!" 

| sighed, too tired to fight this any longer. 

"Fine," | climbed the stairs. 

| was done, so done, with apologising all of time, fighting off my instincts. Waging war with my better 
judgement. Trying to explain and define the indefinable. Playing the game. Mild and mellow Jason. Yeah. I'll show 
them. My feelings are unusual, but | own them, and | stand by them. This is how | feel. This is what | want. 
This is me laid bare and open and vulnerable. If they can't take it they can fuck off. | let the showerhead on 
hard, so that the water beat against my neck and shoulders. | stood in the hot water, steam foaming against 
the glass doors of the stall, and was happy that | didn't owe my heart to anyone. It was mine damn it, and | 
was keeping it in one piece if | could. 

EK 

Something pinched my nose. 

| swatted it away like a mosquito, thinking I'm still on the island. 

"Hello." 

| shot up and rubbed my eyes. "Axl?" 

He handed me a cup of tea. "Compliments of your drummer" 

"Hey," | grinned. "What are you doing here?" 

"Dropping off the latest bids from Geffen about the tour. Thought I'd come upstairs and say goodbye, Lars 
asked me to wake you up. Said it's time, which sounds wonderfully ominous. I'd ask you what he meant by that, 
but | don't really care. How was Fiji?" 

"Incredible. | feel like I'm still there, we only just got back" 

"| presume my underlings landed safely?" 


"Yeah, you haven't spoken to them?" 


"They're not answering their phone, but | presume they're asleep. Or stoned. Or drunk. Or engaging in 
disgraceful sexual acts. Knowing Duff and Izzy, probably all three." 


I'll miss you guys," | sipped tea. 


He shrugged. "I won't. But then | have my shitlist to remind me of all our wonderful talks over the last year. | 


look forward to more of the same when we go on tour." 

‘Man, is it true you're dating Stephanie Seymour now?" 

He pinched my nose again. 

EK 

It wasn't lost on any of us that this was our first dark room session in 6 months, since the one that changed 
our lives. | think we knew, deep inside, that this one was going to have a similar effect. As usual, no one wanted 
to speak first. 

"So Jason," it was Lars. "What's on your mind?" 

"A friend of mine, who will remain nameless, said that James makes you miserable, which makes James 
miserable, which makes you even more miserable. | want to know why. | want to help. | feel like | have earned 
the right to know your secrets. I'm part of you now, both of you, and whatever weight you are carrying is 
bringing me down too." 


"Interesting," he said. "What else?" 


"I have feelings for you. | don't know what that means exactly, | know its not the same kind of feelings | have 
for James, but they're there. Our kiss crystallised things for me." 


"You what You guys kissed?" 
"Guess neither one of us bothered to mention it, huh?" Lars chuckled 


| smiled. "James, it happened on that night we got drunk, when Lars cooked dinner. You were there actually. | 


kind of assumed you saw us." 


James whistled. "No | did not. Damn, | really gotta start paying attention So anyway, who is this friend who's 


been feeding you all this nonsense?" 
"Like | said, it doesn't matter." 
"Its not nonsense," Lars murmured. "Not entirely.” 


"What do you mean?" 


Lars sighed. "You don't make me miserable, James. It's what we'll never have that makes me miserable 


sometimes. Jase, that friend of yours is perceptive." 
"Yeah," | rubbed my fingers along the carpet. 
Lars cleared his throat. "What else?" 


"Hm, | feel like we're locked in this perpetual cycle, the three of us. One minute we're bandmates, then we're 
friends wanting to be lovers, then we're trying not to be lovers so that we can be friends or bandmates, but 


any way you look at it, sex is always looming like a shadow, like an undertow. There is no running away from 
y way y y ng g away 


that" 
We were silent for a few minutes. 
"James, what are you feeling?" | asked, 


He sounded miles away. "I feel like I'm floating, like | am watching myself leave my body. | think about what's 
happening to the three of us, and | want to fucking laugh. Maybe what l'm feeling is the euphoria you're 
supposed to feel before you give up and let your lungs fill with water. Apart from that, | feel isolated" 


"What are you talking about?" Lars asked. "People gravitate towards you from all directions like a planetary 


orbit." 


"Yeah, anyway," James sighed. "Can't we lay some of it on biology, Jason? The concept of sexual attraction is 
part of a tribal gene pool. Its hard wired into our brains. We spend all our time together, insert obvious 


conclusion" 
Lars snorted. "That's ridiculous. We're not procreating here." 


"So what we can't have makes you miserable, huh? Do you have any idea how confused | am right now? What 
the fuck Ten years. Ten fucking years, and you never said anything like that to me before. We have depth and 
longevity. What else do you want?" 


"I don't think you can measure happiness in terms of years. Longevity doesn't necessarily have anything to do 


with happiness, James." 
"| thought we were in a good place." 


"We are, but for two years you made my life a living hell. You have no idea how much you scarred me. Yeah, 
you were drunk You were grieving. You were broken, | get that. But you broke me too. I'm not damning you or 
us for that, because true happiness comes from facing challenges and going out on a limb and taking risks. If 


you're not willing to take a risk for something you really care about, you might as well be dead." 


"Well, the desire to stick that 45 between my teeth can get pretty strong at times.” 

"James," Lars sighed. "You know | hate it when you say stuff like that." 

"Deal with it. Make peace with it. You know what, Lars? | just figured out what the real issue is. | don't think 
we really know each other anymore. We have these projections of each other, but do we really see each other 
for what we are, or do we see what we want to see? An image distorted by our personal lenses? | have 
apologised to you a billion times for being a jackass back then. | have been making it up to you ever since. 
What | want to know is when does the fucking bloodshed end and the healing begin?" 

Silence. 

“Sure. Make me the devil again. So convenient isn't it? Do you do it out of habit?" 

Silence. 

"LARS!" 

His voice was small. "Do you still love me, James? Or is it possession? We fell in love 10 years ago, we built 
Metallica together so now, naturally, we owe our lives to each other. Is that how you see our relationship? As 
a form of ownership?" 

"Yes, but it goes both ways." 

"Well," Lars sniffed. "Then.| don't know what to say to you. | have nothing.’ 

"You don't understand," James murmured. "I do love you." 

"| don't need that kind of love!" 

"You're really not hearing me." 

"Maybe | never did." 

| took a deep breath and felt my way to them. | stretched out on my tummy and reached my arms out to 
touch James and Lars. They edged a little closer, and | reached under their shirts and smoothed my palms 
along their bare skin, willing the love | felt for both of them to act as a kind of conduit. | felt hot skin under 


my fingers. Then, their hands reached out to touch my hair, and the nape of my neck, where their fingers 


joined. 
| sighed in relief. 


And then | felt the darkness. Darkness like a wave, rising up over the three of us, like a liquid mountain 


towering to the impossibly tall sky. This was darkness before the light, before the word of God. It was like a 


breath of an older creation. 

"Jason," Lars whispered. "What do you want? We're not going to solve all this tonight 

| staggered to my feet. 

"I want the two of you to be honest with each other for the first time in your lives and open up about how 
you feel and what you want. | want you to let go of this pain, this weight, this terrible darkness, and hurl it 
out among the stars. | want the three of us to break orbit and float like a satellite gone wild in space. Tabula 


rasa. That's what | want." 


| opened the door and walked towards the light. 


Knockin’ On Heaven's Door 


Author's Notes: 
Chapter dedicated to JanisJK, and all those who have taken the time to learn about the man behind the myth. 


Hollywood Hills 
May 14, 199 
A ball of paper fell into my lap. 
| opened it: 

When are you gonna talk to me? 
| looked into Slash's eyes and put the note in my pocket. No talking now. | am done talking to you. Because you 
have stopped listening to me. You have betrayed me. | don't want this tour. I'm not well enough. It's a recipe 
for disaster. You and the others are forcing me to do something that is against my will and the express 
recommendation of my doctors. But I'll play the part that fate has dealt me. I'll speed towards that black 
gorge, and take the rest of you fuckers with me. This is the beginning of the end. 
"You're burning a hole into me," he sighed. "Just fuckin’ say what you're thinking." 
‘Leave him," Duff tossed elastic bands into a bag. "He'll talk when he's ready." 
Izzy flicked a wisp of hair out of his eyes and tilted his head, motioning downstairs with a smile. | followed him 
down to the basement. It was almost empty, Duff and Izzy's tour equipment had been collected a few days ago. 
The basement was a dark, empty mortar of a thing save for an acoustic guitar mounted on a stand. It felt 
cold. It felt oppressive. It felt appropriate. | felt for the light switch and the bulb went out. We left the door 
open and settled on the couch in companionable silence. 


A mosquito buzzed on the periphery of my vision | swotted it. 


ooner or later ne's going To notice you're clean, my voice was hoarse. Izzy was Tne on erson | was Talkin 
"S later he's going to notice y lean," my h Izzy was the only p | was talking 


To, ironically. Well, Matt was awarded the odd grunt. 
Izzy frowned. "That's my problem.’ 


"No," | sighed. That's our problem. When did you become such a coward, Jeff?" 


"You really wanna go there, Bil? Because there's no end to that tangent." 


"Fuck you. The first time in forever that I'm proud of you and you're killing even that with your silence. And 


yes motherfucker, the irony isn't lost on me." 


"l'm tired of the drama," he said after a time. "Duff will notice sooner or later that I'm not using and ask me 


about it. I'd rather let things flow organically.” 


| shook my head. "But you're fucking turning it into a drama by not saying anything. God, Izzy, for the life of 


me, | don't understand you. | really don't." 


"Feeling's mutual. When are you gonna stop hassling Erin and sending her fucking bird cages? When are you 
going to tell Slash how hurt you are?" 


"Don't even go there," | gnashed my teeth, on the brink of lashing out. "Just..dontt" 
"Okay, Ax, relax" 

| doubled over and facepalmed, taking a deep breath. lzzy stroked my back 

"Do you want me to have an episode? Feign illness? Take the fall for this?" 

| looked at him. "You'd do that?" 

"Sure," he shrugged. "You know how | feel about this tour. | don't wanna play stadiums. It's difficult to maintain 
your mental health when you're surrounded by madness, especially now that I've decided to stop medicating 
We're not as crazy as we used to be. Nobody's laid out with a jones anymore, Ax. l'm dreading it as much as 
you are." 

| chuckled dryly. "| doubt that! 

"Okay," he squeezed my shoulder. "So what can | do to help you through this?" 

| let out a whoosh of air and shook my head 

"Axl" he soothed, "Buddy, talk to me. Please" 

| heaved a sigh. *Play it" 


He knew what | meant and grabbed the dusty acoustic. 


While Duff and Izzy were in Fiji, | had a whale of a time being diagnosed with BPD (Borderline Personality 
Disorder). As if | needed another fucking excuse to perpetuate my self-loathing. Which brings us to the next 


clue in the treasure hunt, according to the doctors, my BDP is garnished with a zesty sprig of psychopathy. 
Add lemon, thyme, and that all important fury, and you have Ted Bundy waiting to happen. Lock your pets 


away, ladies and gentleman, | have BDP and l'm not afraid to use it. 
Sigh. 
When will people stop trying to pathologize me? 


Kevin, my therapist, said that that my biggest problem is the will to assert myself in a personal, and often 
misguided, interpretation of the world. There might be some truth to that. But it's this constant niggle about 
whether my perceptions are really that misguided or whether its everybody else who is fucking misguided 
that gives me BDP. Do you know what? | don't even care anymore. Every morning | wake up, take a piss, drink 


coffee, and try to muster up the energy to give a fuck. It ain't happening. 
| looked at Izzy and joined in 


"Mama take this badge from me, | can't use it anymore. Its getting dark, too dark to see, feels like Im knockin' on 


heaven's door..." 


RK 


Psychosis has its roots in the ancient Greek words for an abnormality (osis) of the mind or soul (psyche). 
Therefore, the psychotic mind is one that has stopped functioning normally, and the imaginary, symbolic and 
real are not integrated. The solution for the psychotic is to create a host of imaginings to hold his world, his 
perception of self, together. If the imaginary is intact, they are able to hold it together. Heh. So far, so good. 
The meds were helping. Slash stretched out beside me, all cool and collected and statuesque. | used to wonder 
what a demigod like him saw in me. | licked my lips and stared at him. | could see the panic in his eyes. | could 
smell his fear, deep, rich and growing, and for the first time today | felt aroused. The realisation of what was 
happening was beginning to dawn on him. But there was no stopping this rollercoaster. 


"Goddamn it Axl," his eyes slanted in the gloom. "Don't go psycho on me." 

"| don't go psycho. | have people who do it for me." 

He froze. 

"Listen you semiliterate fuck," | said softly. "The damage is dore. I'll do whatever you and Duff and Geffen want. 
You'll get your pound of flesh," | cupped the nape of his neck "But you better choke it down, Slash. You better 

fucking love it. You better own it. Because make no mistake, whatever happens from this day onward is on you. 


Got it?" 


"Whatever you say, Ax." 


"Apparently not," | murmured. "But that's okay. Because you've taken me off the hook" 
| brushed my lips to his, seeking entry. 

Slash withdrew. "Why do | feel like I'm being manipulated?" 

His fingers squeezed the pulse inside my wrist, and then wandered to my zipper. 

| chuckled. "Really, Slash? You feel manipulated?" 

He grinned. "I'm just here to deliver a pizza, mister. | don't want no trouble." 

"Shut up and fuck me." 

He complied. 


eR 


Ground zero. | woke up with a mass of dark curls spanning my abdomen and lips wrapped around my cock. | 
licked my parched lips. Paradoxically, being with Slash felt like the last refuge and sanctuary in a world that no 
longer made sense to me. Today we were going on tour. | shuddered and pulsed in his mouth. The pleasure was 
offset by a fear so colossal that it compressed the air around me. | was suffocating, | was shooting off the 
precipice, hands flying to the pillow to smother my terror and extinguish the oxygen, to douse life and freefall 


into a deep cavern of blissed, euphoric night. 
Slash removed the pillow and licked the remnants of my release. 


| reached for the bottle of water on the nightstand and asked Slash whether he wanted me to reciprocate. He 
didn't. You know why? Because he wanted my mouth free to sing for him while | jerked him off. That's my boy. 
A husky rendition of ‘You Could Be Mine’ later, we went downstairs and found Izzy and Duff eating breakfast in 


silence. 

Spending the last night before a tour together as a band was a tradition we had from the beginning. But it was 
our first tour since Steven left, and our biggest tour to date. None of us were in the mood to party. It 
probably won't surprise you to learn that Matt wasn't around. | wondered whether Lars would be willing to 
leave Metallica and join Guns N' Roses. It was something to ask him the next time we crossed paths. 
Preferably with James within earshot, for shits and giggles. | fucking missed that oaf. 

"What?" Duff narrowed his eyes. "Why are you sighing? You just woke up." 

| buttered my toast and then lost my appetite. "I miss Metallica” 


The other three laughed. 


| showed them my middle finger and yawned. 


"So we have three hours before our ride gets here, right?" Izzy asked. "I'm gonna hit the shower. Alone, | 


might add," he grinned at Duff. 

"Think | can manage without your dick for fifteen minutes." 

"You'll be all right now sugar." 

Duff poured whiskey into his coffee. "Fuck, | can't wait to play that song live." 
"Where's my shitlist?" | looked around. 

"Your brown bag, man." 

"Why'd you need it now?" Duff asked. 

"To remind me to talk to you about playing live shit we haven't released yet." 
Slash chuckled and helped himself to Duff's coffee. 


"Hello, this here is a bottle," Duff stuck it in front of Slash. "Make your own goddamn Irish coffee. Fuck knows 


we won't be running out now that Izzy's on the wagon 


So Izzy told Duff about his decision not to drink or use drugs anymore. That certainly explained Duffs mood. | 
had no idea how these two were going to last without the benefit of mind-altering substances, because that 
seemed to be the glue that held them together. But maybe | was being cruel. | gave Izzy a nod and mouthed all 
right. | was fucking proud of him. It took guts to stand up to your alcoholic boyfriend and tell him that you're 
done with that shit. Now it was up to both of us to keep Duff and Slash at bay, and for the first time in 


weeks, | felt a glimmer of hope. 


EK 

| retreated into the shadows after breakfast. | needed to get my shit together and that meant a host of 
habits and rituals that didn't necessarily merit an audience. But Slash made a point of standing in front of me, 
arms crossed, while | took my meds. 

Then he checked my mouth. 

| thrust him against the wall. "| SWALLOWED THE FUCKING PILLS!" 


"Shhh, Axl, come on," he soothed with that honeyed tongue. "Do you wanna fuck baby? Will that calm you 


down? Do you want me to run you a bath?" 


| bared my teeth. "Slash, if you don't stop treating me like a goddamn child | will cut your fucking stomach, 
watch your guts spill out and let you live until you bleed to death.’ 


His brows shot up. 
| took a deep breath. "Just give me some space, okay?" 
"Okay," he nodded. "Goin to the store for supplies. | love you, man" 


Where was your fucking love when | told you time and again that I'm not ready for this tour? But that was a 
futile argument, so | told Slash that | loved him too and watched him swagger out the room. Then | watched 


his car reverse out of the driveway. | drew the curtains and sat on the bed, hugging my knees to my chest. 
| closed my eyes. 


God help me. There are few more emotive words in the English language than psycho. Am | really a 
psychopath? | grabbed the book | was reading from my bag and the shitlist fell out of p. 63.1 put it to one 
side and skimmed the notes | had highlighted, before putting the book away and considering what | had read. 
Psychopathy is a personality disorder where individuals lack any capacity for guilt, remorse or regard for the 
feeling of others. No, that's not me. Psychopaths have a large repertoire of behaviours at their disposal and 
can turn their lack of emotions to their advantage. Lack of emotions? Heh, that's definitely not me. | have too 
many of them. Masters of mimicry and manipulation, they can feign interest and empathy with effortless ease, 
but it is not anything beyond the interest of a cat in a mouse. Hmmmmm. Yeah, if I'm honest, that sounds like 
me. Psychopaths often intellectualise emotions and place themselves within someone else's skin and copy 
mannerisms and body language, this allows them to deceive and interact with people without having the 
‘baggage’ of experiencing their emotions and ‘feeling their pain’. | heaved a deep sigh and stared at the ceiling. | 
was somewhat surprised, if not disturbed, to find that | was hard. The facade of civility and charm that 
psychopaths deliberately project masks a systemically antisocial and exploitative mindset, giving them the 
potential to be extremely dangerous offenders. 


The facade of civility. 
Well, fucking shit. 


| ran light fingers over the bulge in my slacks and considered that. | closed my eyes and unbuttoned, unzipped, 
and released my dick, trailing fingers over the hard flesh. The foremost characteristics typical of the disorder 
include a profound lack of empathy, absence of conscious, hollow emotions and a general callousness towards 
other people. | stroked myself harder. Fuck But the most obvious expression of psychopathy involves a criminal 
violation of society's rules. Not surprisingly, many psychopaths are artists 


| decided to take a shower and finish the job in there. 


eR 


After my energising shower | went downstairs to eavesdrop on Duff and Izzy. | was worried about them, but it 
wasn't my style to intervene and pre-empt difficult situations. If they needed me, | would be there to 
arbitrate. | climbed downstairs with the lightfooted grace of a panther and spotted them on the couch talking 
quietly, amicably, and was about to leave them to it when Duff raised his voice. 


"Spare me the party line. You like to think of yourself as wildly countercultural, Izzy, but the truth is you're 
part of a herd and you don't even know it. That's the snag." 


Izzy shook his head. "Well, Duff. | appreciate your honesty, wrapped as it was in a bouquet of condescension. 
But if you would have paid attention-" 


"God, I'm so tired of this," Duff rubbed his face. 
"Duff," Izzy pulled his arm around him. "This is a good thing.” 


"How can it be good?" Duff groaned. "You're scaring me. What's next on the agenda, amassing firearms and 


moving into a fucking compound in Montana?" 

“All because I'm giving up booze and drugs? Come on!" 

Duff sighed. "Izzy, | thought we were moving forward" 

"We are!" 

"You better not expect me to give up booze. Drugs okay, but booze, fuck no." 


Izzy lay back against the armrest. "Come here," he beckoned, and Duff climbed over him. "Duff, | love you 
more than anything in the world. You mustn't interpret my decision to go clean as an affront to you or our 
relationship. Yes, | realise that getting high was something we used to love doing together, but it's simply not 
something | want to do anymore. | want to be healthy. | want to do more sports. My experience in Fiji cemented 
that for me. When | saw how fit James is and how difficult it was for me to keep up with him sometimes, | 
realised what | was doing to my body and decided that I'd had enough of that lifestyle. It's time to move on. I'm 


not 21 anymore, man. Don't resent me for that. Don't resent me for wanting to be strong and healthy." 
"| can't help it," Duff mumbled. "I'm sorry. I'll get over it" 


| pressed my forehead to the cold wall, remembering a similar conversation with Slash when Steven left. That 
was the turning point for me, but then | was never much of a drug user. It must have been so much harder 
for Izzy to reach this decision, to say nothing of having the balls to follow through. | knew Izzy meant it. He 
didn't make idle decelerations like that. What Izzy said you could take to the bank. Duff knew that too, and it 


terrified him. | could understand why. | crept out of the shadows and sat on the carpet by the couch. Izzy 
didn't seem surprised to see me. 


| touched Duff's lower back. "Don't worry man, you'll adjust. tll be fine, | promise." 
Duff smiled at me. "You talking to me again?" 
"For now," | raised a perfectly arched brow. 


"Ace," he chuckled. "Because | hate it when you shut me out. | know you're mad at me and Slash but it's all 
going to be fine. You'll see, Ax, it's going to be dynamite." 


"Well, with all the money we're spending on pyrotechnics, it better be." 

Duff rose and leaned down to kiss Izzy. They were striking together; an entrancing dome of sexual power. Some 
couples are like that. Duff pulled away just enough to lock eyes with Izzy. His crooked smile sent shivers down 
my spine. Izzy's eyes were a deep darkening grey as the seconds passing between them were getting hotter. 
"Wanna go upstairs?" Duff's voice was low. 

Izzy smirked. "What, and deny Axl the show?" 

| grinned. 


‘lm not sharing you with anyone," Duff wasn't smiling. "You're mine to use, Izzy." 


Izzy grabbed Duff's chin "I will be the one using you, and you'll love every second, every breath, every stroke 


and every fucking inch of me," he said. "We clear?" 
Jesus Christ. /was getting hard. "You're really in lust with each other, aren't you?" 


Duff looked at me. "We're in all kinds of shit with each other." 


eR 


One hour. Izzy was in the shower while Duff and | were hammering out final tour logistics. Duff and | were in 
perfect harmony over most aspects of the business, which made the few times that we differed even more 
accentuated. Since Slash and Izzy only cared about the music and were happy to leave the rest to us, Duff and 
| were in the habit of straightening things out on our own. Slash was still out, which was typical. Knowing Slash, 
he probably ran into someone he knew and went to the nearest bar. | didn't actually mind, there was nothing 


for him to do. He lived out of suitcases anyway. 


Duff retrieved a Swiss army knife from his pocket and cut a bass string. "Did you speak to Matt this 


morning? Is he still meeting us at the private runway?" 


"Yeah," | shaded a top hat in my shitlist. "After breakfast. Reading all that shit about my BPD made me think 
about the way l've been treating him, you know? Oh man, where the fuck is Slash? Honestly, if he's late or 
forgets my liquorish-" 


"Or my vodka" 


| stretched my back. "Heaven forbid. / dont need your civil waaaaaar! It feeds the rich while it buries the 
poooooor! Fuck, | miss playing that live." 


Duff sighed. "I miss Jason" 


"You are fucking pathetic. | bet Metallica aren't sitting at One On One right now keening over our loss. Shit sake, 


dude," | drew an angry stick figure with a moustache. 

The sound of a car driving up and parking in the driveway drifted into the room. 

"Woohoo!" Duff chimed. "Slasher's back with the loot!" 

He ran out of the room and | ambled over to the window. Black Mustang convertible. 

Well, isn't that interesting. | leaned against the wall and drew a stick figure with the words mega and a skull and 


crossbones. Then | realised what was about to happen and charged down the stairs just in time to see Duff 


opening the door. 


| couldn't hear what Mustaine was saying so | crept in closer, partially obscured by a heavy brocade and a 
houseplant. | didn't want to intervene unless shit got out of hand, which judging by Duffs Tone was a very 
likely possibility. 


"| asked, is Izzy here?" 


Duff white-knuckled the doorframe. "You got a lot of nerve showing up here, Dave. No Izzy isn't here. What 
the fuck do you want with him?" 


"Well, aint that interesting," Dave chuckled. "That's his Camaro right there. Believe it or not, | wanted to wish 
you luck. | know you're going on tour today and seeing as our bands are gonna share a bill in Houston over the 


summer, | wanted to avoid any unpleasantness by extending an olive branch and wishing you luck." 


"You have GOT to be kidding me." 


"Why so flustered honey?" his famous sneer was evident, though | couldn't see him. "Is it because you know 
you'll never quite measure up and it's killing you, McKagan? Because | fucked your boyfriend like a jackhammer 
and, oh man, did he love it!" 


Duff sprang toward him with a blow to the side of Dave's head and | rushed over to see Duff's bared teeth 


an inch away from Dave's startled face. He wasn't expecting that. 


"Peep this, motherfucker," Duff growled. "If you so much as touch Izzy, if you so much as flick his fucking 


ear, | will find someone you love. Possibly a bass playing farm boy-" 


Mustaine moved in for an attack, coming at Duff with the full force of his body. But Duff anticipated that and 
blocked the worst of it, though stumbling from the impact. Dave didn't waste the opportunity and dragged 
Duff to the ground, pinning him down with a brutal punch. | was a millisecond away from intervening before 
Duff shoved his elbow up and nailed Dave square in the nose, and before | could register what was happening, 


Dave was shoved up against the wall again, bloodied and cornered. 


"OH IM SORRY, DID YOU THINK | WAS DONE?" Duff snarled and something silver flashed in the corner of my 


eye. The Swiss army knife pressing into Dave's side. 

"Duff." | warned. "Cool it." 

"Don't worry Ax," Duff's eyes blazed into Dave's. "I'm not saying anyone is going to die. There are tragedies far 
worse off than death. Huh, Dave? Things you couldn't even dream of you spineless, dickless, candy ass 
thrashing fuck You hearing me?" 

A murderous look flashed in Dave's eyes, but he remained silent: 

"| SAID, ARE YOU HEARING ME?" 

"Yes," he hissed. 


Duff let go of Dave. "Get off my property.” 


We watched Mustaine get into his car and drive off, not before giving Duff a menacing smile. This wasn't over 


and we knew it. | pulled my arm around Duff. 
"You still got it," | said 


And just like that, Duff switched off the crazy and smiled goofily, whistling as he put the Swiss army knife 
back in his pocket. 


Sure. I'm the psycho in Guns N' Roses. 


EK 

Seventeen minutes. 

The four of us were sprawled on the carpet smoking, drinking (except for Izzy), chatting and trying to make 
light of just how nervous we felt. | could hardly sit still. | kept fidgeting, crossing one leg and then the other. | 
felt like | could throw off sparks, or break a window, maybe rearrange all the furniture. | took another swig of 
beer. 

Ding dong 

"Fuck," Slash frowned. "They're fuckin’ early." 

Duff ran off to answer the door. "Let's get it over with." 

We stood up and Slash drew me to him. "Are you okay?" 

"Getting there," | buried my nose in his hair and breathed in his scent. 

"Check this out," Duff returned with a huge package. "That was FedEx. Special delivery addressed to all of us." 
"Who from?" Izzy asked. 


"No idea," Duff put his Swiss army knife to use and tore off the packaging. 


It was a box with a mounted Platinum record and shoddy mock-up of ‘Use Your Illusion. We exchanged 


dumbfounded looks. The album hadn't been released yet. 
"The fuck?" Duff shook his head. 
We flipped the vinyl around and then burst out laughing. 


It was '..And Justice For All. The box also contained my favourite liquorish, a bottle of Stoli, tobacco, dried 


fruit, porn magazines, condoms, guitar picks, balloons and a note: 


Kick ass motherfuckers! 
MetallicA 


Some Kind Of Monster 


Author's Notes: 
Chapter dedicated with love to the monsters that dwell within us. May we learn to live and let live. 


West Hollywood 
June [19 


| turned west onto the Strip and walked against a tide of blank-eyed, gum-chewing faces. A limousine went 
over a manhole cover, almost running over a rat. It raised its haunches, whiskers twitching, before 
disappearing into the darkened lairs of the sewer. Steam rose from an excavation. The world whizzed by in a 
steel and blood-red neon motorcade forged out of its own peculiar wilderness. | stopped at the entrance to a 
building with rotting plasterwork capped in roofs of uniform grey. Beside it was a church, its cupolas were 
tarnished like antique copper and its steeples stood ready to impale the wicked. Dealers shadowed in corners, 
pushing their wares, making Hollywood seem like a theatre with unseen puppeteers crouched behind smoke and 


leather. People drawn by the dream, people running from the nightmare. 

Enzyme was the kind of place where people came to remedy the migraine headache called life. The lighting was 
dim and there was a thick layer of smoke hovering in the air around the ceiling lights. The smell was the 
familiar odour of cigars, beer and disinfectant. | ordered a Talisker. It was a single malt whiskey kind of day. 
The barkeep put the tumbler on a little crisp mat and placed a folded napkin beside it. 

"Haven't seen you in a while," he said. 


"Yeah," | scratched my chin. "Been holed up in the studio." 


| swallowed a mouthful of whiskey. It kicked like a fucker. A guy with shades, long dark hair and a Gibson 
Byrdland hauled over his back entered the bar and sat on the adjacent stool. He looked me straight in the eye. 


"What are you lookin’ at?" 

| shrugged. "Your guitar. Can | see it?" 
"What's in it for me?" 

"The pleasure of my company.” 


He smirked. 


| grinned. 

We laughed and gave each other a big hug. "Good to see you, lz" 
"James," he looked around, "of all the places on the Strip-" 

"| know. But this place seemed like the natural choice." 

"For a secret tryst?" 

"Well, if the shoe fits. So how long are you in town?" 


Izzy signalled the barkeep. "Flying to Austin tomorrow unfortunately. We got a couple of shows in Texas and 
Louisiana before hitting the East Coast. Getting tired of these flights man, I'm gonna start taking a bus." 


"There's a blast from the past. You have your own jet!" 
"So?" he rolled up tobacco and addressed the barkeep. "Hey, Benchmark. Neat." 


My brows knotted. "I thought you decided to stop drinking.” 


Izzy fired up and looked at me, rollup dangling from his lips. "Yeah, about that. | don't drink when I'm around the 
others. | don't do any drugs of any kind. But you won't begrudge me a drop of bourbon, will ya?" 


"I won't begrudge shit. Just be honest with yourself” 

"What's what supposed to mean?" 

| drained the last of my whiskey. "Just what | said. How's Duff?" 

Izzy exhaled smoke, a half-smile playing about his lips. "Driving me crazy as usual. Fucker's closer to me than 
my skin. | swear the sex keeps getting better. Who knew that doing it while sober could be so mind altering. 
How's, um, how are things?" 

| gave him my notepad. "Can | have another one, please?" | asked the barkeep. 


He filled my tumbler. 


Izzy read the words scribbled on the first page. His mouth fell open and he met my eyes briefly before 
finishing the letter and returning the pad to me. 


"Wow," he ashed the rollup. "You sure about that?" 


| nodded and swallowed whiskey. "Yes." 
"Fuck" 

Yep" 

"James." 

"Hts the right thing to do, Izzy" 


He shot me a sideways glance. "Maybe it is. But I'd think about it real good before giving Lars that letter. Don't 
be a fucking martyr, James." 


‘lm not. What's the point of being a martyr when everyone thinks you're a villain?” 


Izzy's cigarette smoke suspended in a shaft of light and glinted against the bottles on the bar. Bombay 
Sapphire. Jack Daniels. Grey Goose. | watched the light break against the mirror. Sometimes you think you've 
found love, when it's really just one of those objects that shine in glass. The shine can blind you. It can arrest 


you. And the edges can cut you in ways you never imagined. But | was already cut up. It was too late. 


HK 
Dear Lars, 


| can't open up unless | have a pen and paper and a guitar. I's a strange realization that the thing that has given 
me the greatest platform to express myself is also the mechanism that drives my biggest failures, because | have 


lost the ability to speak. 


| don't think we have had an honest conversation about us since 1185, Back when shit was simple and 
straightforward. Back when shit meant finding new ways to fuck without being caught or grossed out by each 
other's neediness. 


When did things get so complicated? Do you remember that night you wore my Misfits + to bed? You said you 
Iked the way | smell and it helps you sleep. It irked me because | thought you were being clingy. So of course | 
shoved you against the wall The look in your eyes haunts me still You know why | dd that? Because | envied you. 
Yes, Lars, | envied how fearless you were to admit something so simple while | was playing it cool and tough and 
above it all For what its worth, your scent is my favorite thing in the whole goddamn world Somewhere down the 
lne | switched off that part of me that made it possible to connect with you on that level. Thats where it started 
for me. That's where the gulf opened up to a black canyon | feel like a blind man. Youre out there, Lars, but | 
cant find my way to you. Its foo dark 


| am going to end it with Jason 


| have no idea how Im going to do it. | love him deeply. But my heart has been broken before and | can survive it 


What | cant survive anymore is this strangling disconnect between us. 


James 


PS 
Burn this letter, ok? 


RK 
Lars handed me an envelope and went to the control room. 


| tucked it into my jeans. It was our last week in Los Angeles. Our last week at One On One. The first single 
from our new album would be released in ten days. There was a pulse of nervous energy in the studio, 
thrumming in the air, crawling over our skins. We felt it and flowed with it against the tide. Because we knew 
things would never be the same again Lars gazed at me from behind thick glass. | tried to smile. He looked 
away. | wanted to wrap my arms around him, to hold Lars and brave the onset of craziness that lay in waiting. 
Pretend everything was alright. Everything was alright. It had to be. But then someone tapped my arm and | 
turned my face to sky eyes and smiling lips. 


"Kirk and | are gonna hit Skinny's, you wanna come?" 
| held his face, not giving a fuck that Bob could see, that Randy was there, that Lars was watching, and kissed 


him. "Not tonight, Jase. Have fun, okay?" 


eR 


James, 
Thanks for the letter. 


Í guess its no surprise that | was thinking about writing to you too, not because | find it difficult to express myself 
(yeah, choke on that beer) but because | know there's no point in throwing us into a situation were not ready for, 
and | do mean both of us. | think the DR sesh illustrated how deep that "black canyon" is 


James, we were teenagers when we fell in love. We grew up. Shit happens. | agree that somewhere along the line 
we stopped communicating, but it isn't all down to you | stopped trying Because it was difficult. Because Im not as 
deep as you are. Maybe | wasn’t willing to explore that darkness with you - and that's my fault. | fake full 
responsibilty for that because | fell in love with you, not some watered-down version of you. | know I wasn't really 


there for you when Cliff died. Sure, I had my reasons, but it doesn’t change the fact. Then you became some kind 


of monster. That's when the disconnect veered into something permanent. | know my relationship with Debbie hurt 


you. You know your relationshp with Jason is hurting me. 

So here we are. 

| almost dont want you to end it with Jason because | know its going to break both your hearts and Im not sure | 
want fo deal with the fallout right now. More to the point, our schedule is crazy enough without factoring time out 
for you guys to heal. Please dont do anything hasty. Let's keep talking, or writing Can we do that? 

| hope | didn't come across cold in this letter. You know I think the sun shines out of your ass 


Lars 


PS 
Burn it? James Im going to fucking frame it. 


EK 
Hello, 


We need to exchange letters more often | loved the bit where you surmised our relationshp and the problems 
we've had in one paragraph. So fucking typical 


Factoring time out is unnecessary. You dont need to worry. There have been many ups and downs and Jason and | 
have always been professional about it. Hell, in my darkest moments, when have | ever taken a personal day or 
told you | can’t cope? Ending our relationshp isn’t going to be any different. We are both tough We are not going to 
disintegrate. 

What do you want? 


James 


PS 
ld lke fo see you try. 


EK 
James, 
Are you sure you want to do this? What are you hoping to achieve? 


Because if you think things will magically go back to the way they were between us in 1185 just because you are 
no longer tapping Jason then please dont bother. Sorry, again, that sounded colder than | meant but you get the 


gst. 
| want you. 
Are you available? 


Lars 


PS. 
Your letters are cellotaped to the mirror in the bedroom. What are you going to do about it? 


eR 


Now you're pissing me off Ulrich You say you want me but you're leaving it typically vague by not saying what 
you mean by that exactly. It is one of the great ironies of the English language that being succinct leaves a lot 
open for interpretation Perhaps its different in Danish This has been your problem for as long as Ive known you 
Not everything is so goddamn straightforward Explore "the darkness" with me, Lars. Stop hiding from it 


| cant answer your question before you respond fo mine. 


James 


PS 
The way Im feeling now? Whp your ass and then fuck you so hard they'll be able to hear your screams in 
Copenhagen. Would you like that? 


eR 


Okay. Im not sure the darkness is best explored in writing Im not a writer James. This is your medium. This is your 


language. You know what? Here is my answer. 


veg vil stoppe følelse som kid du kastede mod væggen. Jeg ønsker at fale sig som den vigtigste i verden til dig. Jeg 
vil have dig til at erkende, at jeg er den mest vigtige forhold i dit liv. Jeg er forelsket i dig Jeg har altid været. Jeg 
vil altid være. Jeg ved, at vi vil aldrig være sammen i traditionel romantisk forstand og jeg tror, det er ikke det vi 
ønsker alligevel Jeg føler mig følelsesmæssigt udsultet, når jeg er med dig og ønsker dg til at åbne op for mig uden 


resenting det og resenting mig. Jeg vil have os til at være ærlige over for hinanden 
Jeg ønsker ikke at leve i frygt længere. 
Lars 


PS. 


How much do you want to whip me now? 


eR 


| flattened his palm with a smack against the wall as soon as he entered the storeroom, and closed the door 


with my other hand. "DANISH?" 

"You wanted an answer. Let go of me, James." 
ise 

"You're hurting me 


| let go immediately. His green eyes pierced mine. It'd been a while since we looked at each other without 


arguing or fucking. Without one of us looking away. 
"Get a dictionary," he muttered and sat on the couch. 


| leaned against the wall and crossed my arms. "What a coward you are, Lars. And to think | used to look up to 


you for being so gutsy and fearless." 

He scowled. "If I'm a coward it's because I've been driven to it." 

"Yeah, blame me," | sat on the swivel chair. “That's like your knee-jerk reaction to everything these days, isn't 
it? Oh look, got a splinter in my thumb. It's all James's fault. Sarajevo bombed to the fucking ground. Hetfield 
again" 

"| don't wanna talk anymore." 


"Well, | can't read Danish. So unless you want to man up and-" 


Lars charged towards me with a growl and punched me square in the jaw, a movement like a snake rearing its 


head and lunging forth. 
"FUCK YOU!" he snarled. "You'll get the translation tomorrow." 
He stormed out 

| licked my lips and tasted blood 

Xk% 


James, 


Í never said it was your fault. Would you please cut it out with the fucking Jesus complex already? Thank you. | 
decided not to translate what | said in my last letter because | dont feel on equal footing with you. | dont trust 
you. | don’t trust myself when Im with you. But I think we're making progress, we're finally opening up to each 
other. It was never going fo be pretty. 


| have given this some thought and | dont want you to end it with Jason yet. Im felling you not to. Jason is the 
only person | can relax with at the moment and by ending it with him he's going to blame me and our relationship 
will change. So no thank you, breaking up with Newsted isnt going to help us, especially since we havent established 


what "us" means. | dont even know how you feel about me. Once we've established that we can move on 


| know youre in love with Jason Why the fuck should | be the one to shoulder that responsibility? Do you really 


need another reason to resent me, James? 
Sorry | hit you 
Lars 


EK 
Hey, 


This feels silly. We're about to shoot the video to Sandman’ and Im fucking hiding in the cloakroom with my 
notepad, warm beer and a bucketload of angst 


You are asking me to be dishonest. Say, for arguments sake, that | am willing to do that. Say, for arguments sake, 
that | understand your reasoning You are forgetting an important piece of the puzzle here. Jason isnt stupid. He 
deserves more than a gradual phasing out and | love and respect him too much to keep him in the dark. On the 
other hand, | agree that we need to establish what we want from each other and set boundaries and expectations 


So let's do that. 


You have no idea how much it hurt to learn that you dont trust me, but we're trying to bridge the gulf between 
us and | guess thats par for the course. So Im going to be brutally honest here. | dont want fo be with you in the 
same way that Jason and | are. You're right, | am in love with Newsted. I look at him and something soft swells in 


my chest | look at you and feel angry and miserable. | dont want to date you. | don't want fo live with you. Thats 
the truth 


But here's the thing, my love for Jason is borne out of the same need he provides for in your relationshp. He 
relaxes me. But he doesn't stir and stimulate my mind He doesn’t make me want fo stay up all night writing and 
playing and creating He doesn’t make me feel like that eighteen year-old with the belief that everything is possible 
and everything is permitted 


You set me on fire. You make me blaze through the skies and ignite the night like a wildfire over a plain. With my 
last breath, Lars, | will exhale my love for you. Because you are everything to me, in every life, through every 


death | love you. | love you with idolatry. Desperately, violently, completely. | want to turn you inside out and kiss 
every soft tissue. | want to spill myself out into you. | want you in ways that | know you would find shocking 


l love you to a point of passion that has fucking unhinged me. 

James 

+x% 

Couple of days later, no response. | hated myself for it. For my revelation, for my feelings, for my attachment 
to my skin. The familiar litany of loathing brought on a whitewash of fatigue. | poured myself a tumbler of 
whiskey and watched the sun setting over San Francisco Bay. Home at last. But it didn't feel like home, it felt 
like exile. My grip loosened on the glass and | heard the thing hit the floor and splinter. | felt just like that 
tumbler of whiskey, shattering and spilling, unable to hold myself inside anymore. 

The phone rang. 

"Yeah?" 

"| did itl" 

| rubbed my neck. "What did you do, Kirk?" 

"Roxy. Who else? Oh man, so last night, | come out of the kitchen with our drinks and she's on the bed. Naked. 
Waiting for me. All| can do is stare, but | got over that real fast," he chuckled. "| took her three times. One 
after the other. When | was done we went to the jacuzzi and | went down on her for like half an hour." 

"How sporting of you." 

"Dude, she tasted like a ripe plum. All sweet and syrupy. | had her all over my face. It was fucking beautiful” 
| pinged one of the players on the fussball table. "So it's true what they say?" 

"What's that?" 

"Sex really is better than masturbation?" 

"By miles, man. Doing yourself takes the edge off, but it's nothing like the real thing." 


"Ie had sex, Kirk!" 


"God, she was delicious. | loved being on top of her, working my shit in deep, hearing her moan and thrash all 


over the place. You should have been there." 


"You having sex. Yeah, now, that's something | need to see. Again" 

"You like watching me play guitar don't you?" he sounded offended. 

"Well, sure | do." 

"Why should sex be any different? It's just something you do with your body." 

"Goodnight Kirk." 

"If you wanna hook up with Roxy-" 

| hung up. 

XE% 

Trying to relax with beer and English League soccer was one thing. Trying to relax with beer and soccer and 
Lars showing up at ten to fucking eleven all airs and nonchalance was something else entirely. Life was getting 
stranger by the second. We watched Liverpool versus Chelsea in silence and it was awkward as fuck. 

His hand wandered to my groin. | kept my eyes on the game. 

He ran his fingers down the length a few times before unbuttoning and unzipping my jeans. | swallowed a 
mouthful of beer. In a slow, savouring draw, Lars licked up the centre of his palm, his tongue a wet, warm 
drag. Then he put it to my cock. 

We both gasped. 

| hardened in a rush, growing heavy in his hand. Lars stroked me and something flickered across his face, some 
kind of shadow, and his hand slipped farther down to knead my balls. | groaned and my head kicked back, my 
hair feathering over the headrest. My hips flexed forward and my stomach muscles tightened, 

"Faster," | breathed. 

One of his legs shifted up and he began to pump harder. | looked at Lars, heavy hair falling around milky, 
smooth skin, a flush of sweat gleaming in the dim lamplight. His eyes smouldered into mine. | was getting close. 
Lars kept pumping, focusing the friction at the moistened head, drawing a moan from low in my throat. 


sharp edges. 


Lars always knew when | was about to come, and a moment before my pleasure spilled over the edge he 


straddled me and finished the job with his tongue in my mouth, kissing me deeply as | climaxed and moaned into 
his mouth. When the shudders stilled, Lars wiped his hand on a Kleenex and sat down, eyes glued to the game. 


| zipped up. "Do you want beer, tea, anything?" 

"No thank you" 

| nodded and licked my lips. "Right. Do you have anything to say to me?" 
ae 

| chuckled dryly. "That's great, Lars." 


All of a sudden he went over and sat on the armchair in the corner. He drew his legs up, wrapped his arms 


around his knees and lowered his chin. "Can | stay over?" 
"Fuck you.” 


He looked at me. "What?" 


"No you can't fucking stay over. Drop the |-am-an-island bullshit and get out of here before we have a 
situation. Jerking me off doesn't make everything okay, Lars." 


His eyes were cold. ‘No" 

My fists clenched. | couldn't help it. | went upstairs before | did something | regretted 

KKK 

Something touched my shoulder, something warm and sweet and heavy 

| opened my eyes and squinted in the darkness. My shirt was dragged aside and his mouth found my chest, 


while his hand skirted down my abdomen. | reached my hands into his wild hair and was about to kiss him when 


Lars pummelled the space beside my head. His breath was warm and heavy and he leaned into me and gritted 


his teeth 

"Why didn't you ever tell me how you felt about me?" 
"Because | didn't think it would make any difference: 
"Difference to what?" 


"To how you felt." 


"How | felt about what?" 
The void in my chest was beginning to fill with anger. "The monster." 


Lars shifted and knelt astride me. He was hammer-hard, fully aroused. | trailed my fingers over the thick 
detail of him pushing against the denims he had on. 


"But you like that, don't you?" | said in a low voice. "You might pretend that you don't. You might even use it 
as an excuse to keep your distance, Lars, but we both know that you're drawn to my so called monster. 
Because it lives inside you, too. The difference is that | have the guts to engage it. | don't run away from it 
like a coward." 

There was a long pause. 

Lars had always prided himself on his rationality. Mind over emotion and logic-driven decision making had been 
the things that never let him down. And here he was, coveting something that his instincts told him he'd be 
far, far better off without. 

"Sorry," | heard myself saying. "I didn't mean it like that." 

Yes | did 


"Yes you did, and you're right," he cleared his throat. "But self-preservation is a healthy instinct and | plan to 
hold on to it, if you don't mind." 


"Holding on to control, you mean" 
His lips cracked a smile. 


Falling into ruin is a bit like falling in love. Both descents strip you bare and leave you as you are at your core. 


And in my experience, both endings are equally exhilarating. 

"l'm going to make some tea," he said quietly. 

"Uh huh." 

With no warning at all | tackled Lars from behind, pushing him face-first into the wall and held in place by my 
body. His gasp was one of shock, and then of arousal, as he felt me grind into his ass. My hand buried in his 


hair and locked on, pulling his head back. 


"Oh...God, please-" 


"Shut up," | cranked his head to the side with a twist of my wrist, exposing his throat. "When | want you to 
beg, I'll tell you. Now, are we going to stop fucking around with each other? Once and for all, Lars, are we going 
to start being honest?" 

"Yes." 


"| didn't hear you.” 


"YES!" 


Fuck Feelings, Fuck Fucking (Part Ù 


Author's Notes: 
Chapter dedicated to moya milaya Flut with love. <3 


30,000 ft above Texas 
July 194 
"SLASH!" | shoved him off me. "Watch out, asshole!" 


He fell on the floor under my legs, head buried under the seat. "It rolled down here somewhere..ah! Crap, sorry 


about the spill. | think your shit got wet." 

| shook my head and gazed out of the cabin window, praying for the business-end of a bolt of lightning to take 
me away. Slash retrieved the bottle of tequila and gave me a salute before disappearing between the aisles, his 
laughter reverberating through the plane. | picked up my wah pedal and wiped it with my shirt. 

A chick fell into my lap. 

"Izzy," she pouted, "you've been ignoring me." 

| could barely remember her name. "Uh..Lyn?" 


"Lynette," she grinned and twirled her finger around a strand of my hair. 


(| may have neglected to mention that | fuckin’ hate people touching my hair. | can just about stomach Duff 
doing it, but that's it. Move away from the hair) 


| swept my locks away. "Lynette, I'm kind of busy here." 
"That's okay," she wiggled. "Hm, someone's ready to party, huh?" 
"You're sitting on my pedal.” 


She wiggled some more and the pedal dug into my junk. | winced and tried to pry her away as gently as 


possible when the sun rose over the opposite backrest. 


Duff winked at me and faced Lynette. "Hey sweetie, d'ya mind if | had a quiet word with Iz? He's in a foul mood 
Today and I'm the only one that can help.” 


"Are you in a foul mood, honey? Are you gonna piss in the aisle again?" 
| smirked. "Not over Texas, babe. They got the death penalty." 


"So listen," Duff said irritably. "Be a good girl and haul your sweet ass to the other end of the craft so that | 
can bang Izzy. And then I'll do you too, okay?" 


Lynette giggled. "You're funny, Duff. Sure, and | have some rock that'll send you flying through the rings of 


Saturn. You'll love it. Izzy, d'ya wanna party with us?" 


‘Saturn? Really? Much as l'm tempted to see you flying in orbit, no thank you. But | see Slash is blowing his 
weight in freeze, why don't you give him a hand?" 


Her eyes lit up. "Cookies?" 

Follow the crumbs, babe," Duff touched her nose. 

Lynette got off me and | sighed in relief. 

Duff hooked his chin over the backrest and smiled lazily. 

| detached the pedal from my groin. “Ouch, motherfuck," | hissed. 
"Want me to kiss it better?" 

"Cmere bass boy." 


He walked around, closing the curtain around us and singing a tune. "/m gonna suck you dry, Im gonna make you 


sigh, and when you come undone, you'll see the stars and sun" 

"Leave the lyrics to me and Axl," | pulled the armrest up, making room for him. 

Duff straddled me, which was no mean feat given his size and the fact that we were sitting in a crammed jet 
seat. We started laughing immediately and Duff ran his hands around my neck and into my hair, pulling my 
head back. 

"Izzy, let's do some blow, come on, please?" 


| sighed. 


"Just a litle," he angled his head and nibbled my ear, making me quiver. "Come on, he of the righteous cock. 
Just a line and then we'll fuck long and hard" 


"What, no flying through the rings of Saturn?" 

He laughed. 

| swept my hands under his shirt and around his waist, pushing him onto my dick as | thrust my hips up. Duff 
groaned and his mouth came down on mine like water crashing through a broken dam. We kissed fiercely and 
clung to each other. My arms came up around his neck and | pulled him hard against my mouth. 

Duff stood up, panting. "We need to change places." 

"No blow, Duffy?" 

"Fuck you," he tore his shirt off. 

His padlock hit bare flesh and my eyes wandered down to his hard dick pressing against the fabric. | pulled his 
ass towards me and, looking up into his eyes, slowly licked along the length. Duff moaned loudly and dug his 
hands in my hair. 

"Suck me, right now." 


"But | thought you were going to suck me dry, make me cry. Or was it sigh?" 


His eyes sparkled and there was just a hint of a smile at the corners of his mouth. | crossed my hands behind 


my neck and we looked at each other for the longest moment. 
Duff released his dick. "Suck." 
| looked at the glistening tip and licked my lips. 


Motley Crue's ‘Sticky Sweet sprung to mind. Nikki would have loved that and | made a mental note to call him 
later. Duff grabbed my head and forced his cock into my mouth. 


It was a game. | didn't know who enjoyed it more. | licked along the shaft and suckled the head, before flicking 
the tip of my tongue over the underside with fast movements and sucking hard. Duff's animated response 
made me moan around his dick. | unzipped myself and started pumping my own erection while sucking him good 
and hard. 

"Yeah, that's right," he thrust down on my mouth. 


"Duff, there's a place in Austin we gotta-" 


"| TOLD YOU TO FUCKING SUCK!" 


Pleasure shot down to my dick and it took all | had not to come right then and there. Instead, | sat back and 
licked my lips, looking up into Duff's blazing eyes with a defiant smirk. | continued to stroke myself ever so 
lightly. Beg for it, Duff.. 


"You think youre in control, huh? That's cute." 


‘lm gonna kill you," Duff gritted and straddled me again, pinching my nipple before wrapping long fingers around 


our cocks and pumping us together furiously. 
Works every time. 


Duff grabbed my face with his free hand and kissed me, scalding my tongue, making electric sparks slip 

through my bloodstream. A riot of pleasure shot out of my core, darker than the swoon of sin. The world 
around us faded into mind-blowing Duzzy. | wrapped my arms around his back and pulled him closer. | didn't 
care that we were surrounded by people, 30,000 feet up in the air. We climbed upward, ascending, tasting, 
teasing and flying straight up to the sun as we climaxed together, jets of hot-gushing spunk rising between 


our bodies as we swallowed each other's screams. 
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RO00000000AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAARI 


My guitar chugged like a battalion between drumbeats and splintered into fragments as Slash thundered in with 


notes that melted into mine like honey in hot water. 

Everything had gone to liquid, to sweat and sex and sound. | dissolved in it and felt sucked into the whirlpool as 
Duff flashed by me and jumped onto the raised podium with Axl. All around us was a frenzied mass of 
writhing people, like a thrashing deep-water leviathan. Slash's solo came on heavy in that high-pitched mournful 
squeal and it echoed and reverberated, his fingers flying along the frets. Axl rocked back and forth as tens of 
thousands jumped and gyrated to ‘Sweet Child 0 Mine’. 


A bottle flew out of nowhere and shattered on the stage beside Duff, he jumped back but a shard nicked his 


arm and blood bloomed over the cut. 
| stopped playing instantly. 
Axl handed me his bandana and | fixed it around Duff's wound with my armband. 


"STOP PLAYING!" Axl screamed at Matt and Slash and then addressed the crowd. "Any of you fuckers wanna 


own up to that? Because we ain't playing until you do.” 


Duff tried to play it down. "I'm fine, dude. Let's carry on 


"Listen up! Duff may be forgiving but I'm not," he sneered into the microphone and paced along the stage. 
"Whoever you are, dumbfuck, you're fucking up the show for everyone. Don't be a pussy. Show us what a big 
man you are. What a big dick you have. Cuz if you think you're a bigger dick than me then you've got 


something to learn" 
Someone in the front row yelled play the fuck on, fag! 


Axl tore off one of the buttons in his pants and threw it into the crowd. "Oh, look at this! My faggoty pants 
have come undone. Shall | take them off? Show you my dick, fag?" 


The crowd roared their enthusiasm. 

"So | got a bleeding bassist here. Are you listening to this Mr Security Man? Seeing as the dumbfuck in 
question has yet to identify himself, I'm gonna have to find another way to amuse you. So fucker, did your 
mommy buy you the ticket to this show? Huh? Rock and rooooooll," he leered sarcastically. "See, for me now, 
it ain't about how big of a fucking mucho rock and roll man | can be. That shit don't work no more in the real 
world for my ass. | can't get up here and go, ‘yeah, I'm bad, I'm rock and roll when my life is falling apart. | 
can't fake it, motherfuckers. Just because my record company and a couple of curly-head bandmates tell me | 
should, so that everybody can be happy and make money. You know what?" he held his junk. "Suck my dick" 
Slash and Duff exchanged looks. 

| grinned and fired up a smoke. 

Axl continued. "You can open your collective mouths and have at it. You know, I've tried that live and let live 
bullshit, but now I'm all about the live and let die, motherfucker. Cuz there are two types of people in this 
world, those that like me and those that can go fuck themselves. Is everyone feeling me?" 

The crowd roared in response and Axl raised his arms in triumph. 
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Duff and | were making out furiously in the showers after the show. Coloured lights splintered behind my eyes 


and our needy moans pierced the hot steam 
His harsh breath scorched my neck. "Turn around" 
"Not here, too public.” 

Duff scowled. "Where?" 


"We have a hotel room." 


"Bitchin," he rolled his eyes. "Don't wanna wait that long." 
"Lemme suck you." 
"No," he snapped. "|. Need. To. Fuck" 


"Well, l'm not letting you fuck me when there's a room full of people on the other end of the corridor. Come 


on," | pumped his dick with my soapy hand. "Let me get you of 
He smacked my hand away 

"Fine," | left the cubicle and reached for a towel 

Duff glared at me. "You never used to care.” 

"That's because | was too strung out to give a fuck Shits changed 
"Tell me about it," he muttered 

| offered him a clean towel. "Duff, please?" 

He grabbed the towel and dried off. "I just wanna be with you 


"Me too, but why does it always have to be somewhere public like a fucking airplane or a cloakroom or 


communal showers? Why can't we do it in bed?" 

"We're on tour!" 

"Yes, and we also have perfectly good hotel rooms at our disposal," | sat on the wooden bench and ran a hand 
through my hair. "| enjoy frenzied fucks too but what about doing things slowly, taking our time with each 
other, the way we used to?" 

Duff towel dried his hair. "Yawn" 

My face fell. 

| looked away and swallowed the lump in my throat. 


Duff tied the towel around his midriff. "l'm starving, let's go eat." 


"IIl be there in a sec." 


He sat on the bench and facepalmed. "Okay look, I'm sorry. I'm wired, frustrated, horny. You know how it is. | 
really need to eat something. Let's grab a bite and then go back to the hotel, okay? We'll have a nice, quiet 
right. Just the two of us." 


"Duff," | met his eyes. “If you wanna party, go ahead, It's okay’ 
"No, | want to be with you, Izzy." 

"You sure?" 

He caressed my face. “I'm sure’ 


We embraced. Some moments can only be cured with a big squishy hug. But however long our hugs lasted, 


they were never long enough. 
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| didn't have much of an appetite and longed to go back to the hotel for some peace and quiet, so we agreed 
that Duff would eat with the others and join me afterwards. | bought flowers and candles at a gas station and 
spent some time creating a romantic atmosphere in the hotel room. Not exactly my style, but then | was 
hoping to evoke something of our sensual experience in Fiji. Admittedly, | also had a few ideas for things we 
could do with wax. | had visions of dripping hot wax over Duffs skin while he orgasmed. See, not exactly stuff 


you can do in the shower or on an airplane. 

| made a few calls, annoyed James, aroused Nikki, and watched an old movie on TV. 

| looked at my watch, |:20am. No sign of Duff. 

| was beginning to feel a sense of foreboding. At 2am | heard voices in the corridor. At last. | opened the door 
and sure enough, there he was at the end of the hall, sandwiched between two chicks. | heaved a sigh and 
walked out to them. 

"Hi." 


"lz," Duff winked. "I come bearing gifts. This cutie is Madeleine, like the fucking Winger song. And this beauty," 


he cocked his brow, "is Louise. Say hello ladies.” 
"Hey," they chuckled. 


| looked at Louise. Brunette, classic girl next door. My type and Duff knew it. But he also knew that | had no 


interest in women and hadn't been with anyone else in months. 


| looked at him. "Thought we had a plan" 


Duff addressed the chicks. "Excuse us, ladies." 

He pulled his arm around me and we took a few paces. "Yeah, | got a radically hellacious plan. First we get a 
quarter of ISI, then some Jack to take the edge off, then we spark up the rock and get it the fuck oooon with 
these chicks." 

"l'm not interested" 

"What?" his eyes narrowed. "Have you seen Louise? | chose her for you." 

"Yeah, thanks Duff. But in case you haven't noticed, I'm not into pussy these days. I'm also not into sparking up 
anything more than a cigarette. We made plans to have a night alone together. A much needed night alone, | 


might add. Why are you doing this?" 


His eyes clouded over, realisation dawning amidst the haze. "Oh, fuck. Yeah, I'm sorry. Look, I'll get rid of the 
chicks and we'll get to it" 


"Are you kidding me?" | scowled. "You stink of booze, Duff. You're totally fried.” 
"That's nice." 


"Fucking tragic is what it is. Guess what, it ain't 1988 anymore. If you wanna pretend that it is then be my 
guest, but I'm done. Why didn't you come back with Axl?" 


"Axl?" 

"Yeah, he checked in with me an hour ago. Said you and Slash couldn't get away. He's also pissed off. We're 
going to Houston first thing tomorrow, or in a few hours, and have a press conference at the hotel before 
soundcheck. Remember?" 

"What are you my fucking parents? Fuck off back to your tea and yoga" 

| rubbed hands over my cheeks and opened the door to my room. 

"YEAH! GO BACK TO BED OLD MAN!" 

| slammed the door in his face. 


There were no tears when | fell asleep. 


Nor was there any hope when | woke up. 


EK 

The press conference was a nightmare. 

Duff and Slash were aloof and incoherent and Matt was his usual fucking retard. So it was down to Axl and | to 
entertain the press. Of course, they loved Slash and Duff, because being hungover and catatonic is ‘totally rad 
man’ and exactly what the press expects of Guns N' Roses. They had no idea that Axl was on the brink of a 
psychotic episode. They had no idea that | was one leg out the door. By the end of it, | had a shattering 
headache. My skull pulsed like a throbbing nerve being chewed by an animal. 

"Izzy," blue eyes smiled into mine. "How are you? We just got here." 

| had no idea who the fucker was. "Who are you?" 


"Um, it's David. David Ellefson. Don't you remember me?" 


My skin crawled. | had completely forgotten that we were sharing a stage with Megadeth in Houston. "David, of 


course. Sorry, got a really bad headache" 

"Wild night, huh?" he enthused. "How was the show?" 

"What show?" 

‘Last night. Weren't you guys in Austin? Uh, do you want water or something?" 


"No thanks," | forced a smile. "| was thinking about grabbing a bite but I'm feeling a bit queasy right now, so 


l'm just gonna go back to my room for a nap." 

"Okay," he looked worried. "Shall we hook up later? If you're feeling up to it?" 

"Yeah, sure. Maybe. Seeya later." 

| collapsed into bed and prayed for sleep to overtake me. 

When it didn't, | got up and unpacked some of my essentials. | wasn't even surprised when | heard a knock on 
the door a few minutes later. | knew who it was and couldn't muster the energy to give a fuck. It was a kind 


of mystical masochism, glimpsing the inferno with eyes of ice. Let it come, let it be, it mattered little, if it 


mattered at all. | opened the door without casting a single glance at him and went back to my suitcase. 
The door closed behind me. 


"So you've got a headache, huh?" 


Dave's familiar voice danced along my skin 

"Yeah," | threw guitar strings on the bed. 

"Do you know what the best cure for that is?" 

"What?" 

‘Orgasm: 

Dave said it so matter-of-factly | had to sputter a laugh. 


"Really," he continued. "Its a proven medical fact that one physiologic event, like orgasm, can cancel out the 


effects of another, such as a headache." 
"Let me guess," | looked at him. "You're volunteering to give me one." 


His expression was totally poker-faced. "Sure." 


"Thank you, Dr. Mustaine," | chuckled. "But | think I'll take my chances with this aspirin," | swallowed the pill with 


some water and sat on the bed. 

He joined me. "Well, at least I'm making you laugh, right?" 

My smile faded, and we looked at each other for a long moment. 

"What is it about us, Dave? This pull, this thing It can't all be about sex." 

He shrugged. "Does that make you feel any better?" 

My head fell back against the wall, eyes searching his. "I'm with Duff." 

"l'm with Junior." 

"And we're back to square one," | fired up a cigarette. 

He lay back on the bed, propped up on his elbows. 

"You know what, Izzy? Reality sucks. The world is a cancer. Everything is filthy. But here's a newsflash for you 
pal, | don't exist to complicate your life. | realise that's exactly what's been happening since you showed up at 


my place with Tommy last year. | don't want to be a complication or a fucking inconvenience," he met my gaze. 


"But | also refuse to be dicked around any longer, do you understand?" 


| raised my brow. "I beg your pardon?" 
"You can beg later, Stradlin. When we fuck. Right now we need to talk" 
"Fuck you, Dave. l'm serious." 


"What makes you think I'm not? See, thats part of the problem," he got off the bed and leaned against the 
wall, arms crossed over his chest. "This role you've cast me in, it ain't working for me anymore. Sure, it was 
kind of amusing when you tried to get me stoned and laid and then dicked Hetfield around with the k'pow bull. 
You think | didn't know what was going on? It was funny, I'll give you that. But then shit got pretty fucking 
intense and | don't mean with the Surefos. We connected. We bonded. Shit happened. Ever since | feel like we're 
locked in this game of cat and mouse and I'm tired of it," he frowned. "Frankly, it's boring. It's getting old. Sure, 
| know its convenient for you to keep me at arm's length and let me in whenever you're feeling restless or 


shit's about to hit the fan with Duff, but I'm telling you, that shit ends here. Right now." 


| wanted to draw out the moment and consider what he was saying, but there was a dangerous air of finality 


that hung between us and it seared my gut. 
| exhaled smoke. "What are you saying exactly?" 


He shrugged. "Um, in plain English? That you have dehumanized me. You have cast me into the role of the 
unattainable rock star, but the truth is that you're the fucking unattainable rock star, Izzy Stradlin. You've 
been the one calling the shots ever since we met. You have fetishized me so that you wouldn't need to deal 
with the reality of me. Not really, not seriously, not anything that would require actual fucking consideration. 
Crate of champagne. Letters. Showing up at my place and asking me to fuck you. What a hypocrite and a phony 
and a fuckin’ freakshow you are." 


"Dave, l'm hanging on by a thread. Don't..just don't” 


"Which makes it the perfect time to say these things, because otherwise shit won't sink in. You're a cold 


motherfucker, Izzy. Everything's an intellectual construct for you." 


| barked out a laugh. "That's not the first time someone has said that to me. Care to venture a guess as to 


who the other person may be?" 


He smiled and swept hair over his shoulder. It was like a shimmering sunset in the fading light. "Let's see, 
which one of your friends has any brain cells? Duff, not so much. He's smart in a cut-throat mercenary kind 
of way, but he's not exactly subtle. Slash? It's a miracle that guy can pass wind unassisted. Nikki? The less said 
about that dipshit the better. My dear old bandmates? Hm, | don't think Lars knows you well enough. Kirk 
belongs in a Petri dish and the thought of Newsted makes me want to hoark my lunch. So that leaves Billy the 
Kid and Rainbow Brite. Am | getting hotter?" 


| laughed. "You crack me up. Hey, you're wearing glasses." 


Dave stretched out on the bed. "Congratulations, Stradlin. For about a year now. You never noticed because 


you're always looking at my fucking hair. 

"Sue me. So James or Axl?" 

He smiled indulgently. "What do | get if Im right?" 
‘What do you want?" 

"To go on a date with you" 

| blinked. "What?" 

"You heard me, Gunner. Date” 


| laughed hard. "What the fuck does that mean, Mustaine? You wanna take me to the movies? Fucking buy me 


a corsage and take me to the prom?" 


"Well, | was thinking more along the lines of dinner. Or just driving somewhere beautiful and getting to second 


base with you. Hopefully third." 
| smiled like an idiot. 
Dave tilted his head and retuned the smile. 


"Dave," | shook my head. "I want to, really. But my relationship with Duff is in serious trouble and this ain't the 
time to be playing with fire." 


"Okay. Fuck feelings, fuck fucking," he scratched his neck. "For now. James?" 
"Yeah. How did you know?" 

He shrugged. "Sounds like the kind of shit he'd say." 

"You said it too," | reminded him. 

He hoisted himself onto his elbows "Izzy?" 

Mm?" 


"How's the headache?" 


"Gone." 

His arched brow could have raised Rome to the ground. 
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After the show that night | told Axl that | would be taking the bus from now on. He looked at me with big 
sorrowful eyes and said that sometimes it's worth waiting on the journey for a while before getting to the 
destination. | knew what he meant. | knew what he was asking. | promised him that | would do that, and | meant 
it. 

Back at the hotel room, under cover of darkness, | played my guitar. 

A knock sucked me out of my trance. 

Duff extended his arm to the doorframe and looked at me. His irises appeared to be swirling in circles, creating 
the illusion that his eyes were never-ending. He had been in a fight. | didn't want to know and | knew he didn't 
want to talk about it. But | had my suspicions, and it devastated my resolve. We lay on the bed together, 
terrified of speaking, of making things worse and crossing the line from awful to irredeemable. 

| hear you're going to start taking the bus," he broke the silence. 

"Yep." 

"| don't understand,” his voice broke. "Don't you love me anymore?" 

| don't think you love me anymore." 

He rubbed his face and choked a sob. "How can you say that?" 

"Because you're doing everything in your power to drive me away." 


He made a sound somewhere between a sigh and a growl of frustration. 


"lm not the one getting on a bus! I'm not the one threatening to leave the band! I'm not the one making 


colossal lifestyle changes without consulting my boyfriend!" 


"Maybe not," | wiped away tears. "But you're an alcoholic and a drug addict. | shouldn't need to consult with you 
about ending behaviours that are destructive to my health. You never want to spend any time alone with me. 
You only want to fuck when other people are around. You never even touch me anymore unless we're fighting 


or fucking. Not even a hug, Duff. How do you think that makes me feel?" 


"Maybe we're just delaying the inevitable here." 


His words seared through me like acid. 

| turned my back to him. "Then. just..end it" 

‘Izzy, Izzy," his voice was shattered. "Come on baby, you dont mean that." 

"No," | sobbed. 

"Then why are we sticking knives into each other?" 

| turned my head. "Pain can be a powerful aphrodisiac?" 

We burst out laughing amidst the tears. 

Duff reached out and drew me in, holding me close against him. | pulled my arms around him and felt the 
quiver of his muscles and the hard strength of him. We lay embraced for some time, my cheek against his 


chest and his face against my hair. 


After a time, his hand slid down my leg and behind my knee, drawing me closer to his body. We kissed and 


caressed. Everywhere we touched flared and burned. 


Alpha ¢ Omega 

The Next Morning 

Love ain't all rock ‘n’ roll. Sometimes its old fashioned stalking and surveillance. Izzy looked tired and withdrawn. 
He said something to David and left, leaving him alone in the foyer. David shifted his weight and looked around, 
scanning for his bandmates. Small needles of warning gathered at the back of my skull. There is every 
possibility that this path will lead me to an asylum or prison, but filled as | am with the haunts and 
heartbreaks that make up the shadows of my life, it didn't seem to matter. | retreated farther into the 
shadows and crossed my arms, my eyes firmly fixed on Ellefson, because | knew that any moment now..ah, 
there he is. There is something strangely intimate about the relationship between predator and prey. You know, 
l'm a nice guy. Everything about me is either love and passion or pity and understanding. | rarely hate, though 
when | do, | hate murderously and you better fucking watch out. 

Mustaine said something to David and he laughed. Dave smiled and summoned a lift. My skin crawled. | knew 
exactly where the fucker was headed. As soon as Dave was swallowed up by the lift | put my game face on 
and walked out to David. 

"There's ma bass bro!" 

He smiled warmly. "Hey, Duff" 

| embraced him, a few seconds longer than necessary. "What floor are you guys on?" 

Sixth. This place is rad. Did you see the champagne fountain in the bar?" 

"Yeah, Slash pissed in it. So are you wired or what?" 


His brows knotted. "Um, no. Why?" 


"Dunno man, ain't this your biggest show yet? Dude, | was shitting myself when we played our first stadium. 


Would have never made it without something to pump me up." 


David chuckled. "I'm finding it really fucking hard imagining you pumped up any more than usual, McKagan. You 


should totally do battery commercials, man." 
"And you should advertise cologne. | see you as a Polo Ralph Lauren kind of guy." 
"Right," he rolled his eyes. "Anyways, I'm clean now. Don't touch dope no more." 


‘lm not suggesting smack. Jesus, gimmie some credit. Just something to take the edge off, y'know? But 


anyway, l'm sure you'll do fine. Just don't stand on the left podium man, you get the full effect of 40,000 


screamers ricocheting off the comet speaker. Oh, and | would avoid the lower left side too, because of the 


haze wash lighting. I'm sure you know all about that. Feels like you're drowning in your own sweat." 
"Fuck, that's my usual place." 


My eyes widened. "No! Shit dude, | had no idea. That's tough. But you'll be fine. Just wear earplugs or 
something, and take an extra bottle of water and keep hydrating." 


David frowned. "Won't | need to like constantly piss?" 


"Yeah," | sighed. "But Mustaine won't mind the odd break will he? He's cool. He can just entertain the crowd 
while you go into the wings and piss into a bottle or something.’ 


David shifted his weight. "I guess." 

"Of course, speed helps with that. It's like a natural anti-diuretic or something," | hoped that David didn't have 
any knowledge of pharmaceuticals, because it was the other way round. "Take that with something to chill you 
out and you'll have no problems." 

His eyes narrowed. "Like a speedball?" 

"Slash has just the thing. Let me know if you change your mind and I'll hook you up. Oh, an extra change of 
clothing is always recommended, And most importantly my friend,” | squeezed his shoulder, "do not, under any 
circumstances, eat anything spicy before you go on stage. And if you do, by God, don't wear anything white. 
You get my drift?" 

He looked genuinely rattled. "Okay." 

| stifled a laugh. "Awesome. So I'll catch up with you later, okay?" 

"Wait, so like, what would you recommend?" 

"Dude," | feigned concern. "| don't want you doing shit you don't feel comfortable with." 

"S'cool," he shrugged. "| need tonight to be perfect. | don't want to do anything to jeopardize that. Dave's on 
edge, he's shouldering a lot of responsibility and | don't want him carrying my weight as well. You have more 
experience in these things. | trust you." 

Oh, man. This was too fucking easy. If | had a conscience I'd most likely give a fuck. 


"Cool," | nodded. "What room are you in?" 


"a2" 


"And Dave, out of curiosity?" 
"614" 


| flashed my thousand kilowatt smile. "Well now, we wouldn't want to worry him needlessly. Better do the deed 
out of earshot. What do you think?" 


David nodded. "Okay yeah, | don't think he'd like it" 

| was still grinning. "No, Junior. He wouldn't." 

eR 

Izzy was sitting on the bed rolling up tobacco. Chestnut locks spilled over his eyes, he tucked them behind an 
ear before looking up at me and smiling. | resumed what | was doing, which was shuffling about aimlessly. | 
threw a shirt into a suitcase. 

"Duff." 

"Yeah? Uh huh?" 

"What are you doing?" 

"Um, packing shit up." 

"That's my shit you're packing up. | was gonna wear that tonight." 

"Oh," | sighed and put the shirt back on the table. It was deep blue silk. "I'm sorry." 

"That's cool. Come here.” 

| faced him. "No, | mean I'm sorry about the other night. | was a complete dick" 

Izzy exhaled smoke. "You've already apologized. We're good" 

"Are we?" | said somewhat desperately. 

"Blondie," he chuckled softly. "C'mere." 


| rubbed my elbow, stalled a moment and joined him. Izzy bridged the breath between us and caressed my 


cheek before tracing his fingers down my lips, jawline, and neck. 


"Breathe, Duff," he rubbed my shoulder and upper arm. "Geez, your muscles are tight." 

| tried to smile, but | was on the verge of tears. "Can we just fuck, Izzy? Please?" 

He pulled me towards him and grazed his lips over mine, lightly at first, and then more passionately as our lips 
joined together. | angled my head and deepened our kiss, relishing the familiar taste of his tongue and that 
mind-altering scent that was all Izzy. 


"| love you," his hands weaved in my hair and we kissed deeply. 


"Love you too, more than you'll ever know," | ran my hand down his neck and chest. "There's nothing | wouldn't 


do for you, for us. Do you realize that? Fucking nothing" 
He nibbled my ear. "I can think of one thing” 

"Yeah?" 

"Sober up." 

| rolled my eyes. "And we're back to that” 

Izzy sighed. "Duff-" 

"| know. Okay? | know. Please don't fucking lecture me again’ 

Izzy's lips curled into a sneer. "Oh, the don't lecture me lecture," he got up and went to his suitcase. "Yes, Duff 
| know you love me. But here's the thing, I'm always gonna come second to booze. You love me but you're 
married to vodka. I'm just cramping your style here with my tea and my yoga and my healthy lifestyle," he 
retrieved his shaving kit. "Right? But hell, | wouldnt want to fucking ‘lecture you'. tm taking a shower" 

No, please. | couldn't take another fight. "Can | come?" 

"Sure. Your hand could do with the exercise.” 

The bathroom door locked behind him 

| scrubbed my hands over my face and got out of there. 

EK 

Contrary to popular belief, I'm a realist, not a fucking optimist. | also don't present my philosophy as an artist 


or whatever out of a desire to change the world. Fuck the world. At best, I'll make a few people happy, and 
that's good enough for me. But what do you do when you can no longer make yourself happy? When the 


comfortable habits that pulled warm arms around you in solace are suddenly strangling, because you realize 


that the relief they give you is temporary, but the damage they cause is permanent. 

| drank half a bottle of Stoli and poured the rest down the can. 

Fuck vodka. What | needed was a Slaxl sandwich. 

| tapped our secret code and the door opened a moment later. | must have looked like hell, but Axl didn't ask 
any questions. | piled into bed and drew the comforter over my head while he spoke on the phone to his 
girlfriend, Stephanie. The not asking questions worked in both directions. | had absolutely no desire to talk about 
the women in his life. Axl's relationships always followed the trajectory of fast love and faster chaos and | had 
a gut feeling that the clothes-hanger de jour would prove to be equally damaging. My ears perked up when | 
realised Axl was telling the tale of the Sandman. Trust me, folk tales were not Axl's usual topic of conversation 
with his women. Then | realised that he was talking to Stephanie's little boy, Dylan | peeped out of the 
comforter and looked at Axl; his voice was soft and lilting. | burrowed into the blanket once more. 

Axl clicked the receiver and gave me a pat. "Hello." 

"Where's Slash?" 

"Let me check my crystal ball. Ah, there he is. Messing with Dave Cumstain's rig.’ 

| laughed. "Really? How?" 

"Probably rigging the stack with hydrogen cyanide. Duff?" 

"Mm" 

"Why are you asphyxiating yourself in my bed?" 

| threw the covers off. "I'll just curl up and die someplace else, shall |?" 

Axl picked a fingernail. "If it isn't too much trouble." 


"Cold motherfucker." 


"| feel more comfortable with misanthrope. Every band should have a couple. So where's the other one? | take 


it he's the reason for your sad ass in my bed" 
"Not exactly," | shivered and looked around. "Where's Slash?" 


Axl's brow furrowed. "Sup man? Did you have another fight with Dave?" 


| need to talk to you guys." 
"Okay. Slash'll be back any minute." 
Axl switched the light off and stretched out on his side, facing me. 


‘Busted flat in Baton Rouge, 
waiting for a train, 
and Is feeling near as faded as my jeans." 


A tear rolled down my cheek. 
Axl singing Janis was my idea of heaven 


He wasn't the most affectionate man, but he didn't need to be. Axl's voice had a dangerous power. He poured 
blood and magic into his singing and it pulsed with manifestations of truth and the shouting of some 
triumphant inner voice that contained him and compelled us, like mice following a flute. Oh, we had plenty of 
faults, our band. Most of the time it was a miracle we were still standing and productive given our frenzied 
lifestyles and penchant for self-destruction and histrionics. But we knew how to take care of each other when 
it fucking mattered We didn't sweat the small stuff. We gave each other space. We offered each other peace. 
Nothing breaks up a band faster than hassling your bandmates over stuff you have no fucking control over, 
and most of the time, you can't control shit. Take it from me. | listened to Axl and savoured the honeyed 


timbre of passion and endurance. The very soul of Guns N' Roses. 


| never understood Metallica's dark room method for dealing with problems. For our band that would spell the 
fastest route to breaking up. Why the fuck would | want to know Axl's deepest darkest secrets? Why the hell 
should he know mine? He doesn't need to know that Slash and | almost started our own band back in ‘85, and 
neither does Izzy for that matter. We thrive together but maintaining a nominal distance is key to that 
equation. There's loads of shit that I'll never tell Axl because I'm closer to Slash and always have been. Just 
like | know that Axl and Izzy share a secret world that Slash and | will never be part of, and you know what? 
That's fucking healthy. When push comes to shove, | know that Axl would do anything for me, and vice versa. 
That's all that matters. 


Dark room my ruddy Irish ass. 

Fuck that shit. 

Slash knocked our secret code and entered the room, typically unperturbed by the fact that Axl and | were 
lying in bed together in the dark. He stretched out on my other side and spooned me. | finally had my Slaxl 
sandwich, and that's when the floodgates opened. | couldn't help it. | burst out with the most pitiful, pathetic 


sobs | had cried in a long time. Slash hugged me closely and Axl stroked my hair, humming soothingly. 


"What do you need?" Slash asked a few minutes later. 


| wiped my eyes and sat up Indian style, facing them. "Two things." 
"Name it," Axl said. 


‘lm going on the wagon. My relationship with Izzy depends on it and possibly him staying in the band. But | 
can't do it alone. Slash, you gotta help me out" 


"| won't drink around you and l'll make sure you don't drink around me. What else?" 
"Mustaine." 
"What do you need us to do?" 


‘lm gonna fuck him up where it counts and that means getting to David. But | need you guys to provide a 
distraction. | don't need Dave tailing me while I'm working on Junior." 


Axl smiled. "As it so happens, we have the perfect distraction" 

"Ain't that right,” Slash sat up to roll a joint. "So guess who's coming to town?" 

My eyes darted from Slash to Axl and then widened. "Metallica?" 

"Uh huh," Axl opened a bottle of water and gave it to me. "San Pellegrino. Your new favourite drink. You can 
pretend its vodka. | spoke to Lars this morning and | would have told you and Izzy but we couldn't fucking find 
you guys anywhere." 

| sipped the water. "Shit, nothing that tastes this vile can be good for you." 

"Would you like a slice of lemon and a little umbrella in it?" 


"Fuck you," | sipped some more and tried not to heave. "So when are they getting here?" 


Axl shrugged. "Sometime soon, they're staying at the Plaza too so ample opportunity for plotting and scheming, 
through I'd leave James and Lars out of it if | were you." 


"Dude, their presence will be all the distraction | need. Slash, you got any meth?" 
Slash licked the Rizla. "Why? D'ya wanna tap David?" 


"Eew, that's fucking gross," | held out two fingers for the joint. "| wanna drug him. And by the way shitfuck, | 
don't need drugs to get people to fuckin’ sleep with me, okay?" 


Slash laughed and handed me the joint. "Whatever you say, bro. Just sayin. You and Iz have enough problems 
without fucking his ex's boyfriend.” 


"Excuse me?" | gawped. "Mustaine is not Izzy's fucking ex." 

Slash grinned. "You might want to rephrase that." 

"Oh, hardy har har! Ass ramming uncle fucker," | fired up. 

"Walk a mile in my shit, Duff" 

| blew smoke in his face and we chuckled. 

"Duff," Axl tapped my knee. "What are you hoping to achieve besides pissing Dave off?" 
| snorted. "That's a means unto its~fucking-self” 


Someone knocked our secret code at the door. It had to be Izzy, because we never told Matt about it and no 


one else knew, not even our manager. Slash opened the door. 
Grey-green eyes held mine. "Duff? There you are." 


Izzy sat on the bed behind me and hooked his chin over my shoulder. | laced my fingers in his hair and he 
wrapped his arms around my waist, embracing me tightly. | angled my face and nuzzled him. | wanted to say | 
was sorry, and | could tell that he wanted to as well, but we kissed instead and it felt a million times better 
than any apology. 


“Sup Ax?" 
"Just shooting the breeze," Axl gave Izzy a wry smile and offered him the joint. 


To my surprise, he accepted it and took a drag before passing it to Slash. It felt fucking amazing getting high 
with Izzy again, even if it was only weed. Slash idly strummed his guitar and we settled into the familiar band 
bubble where nothing could touch us. 


It didn't take long for us to start making out with each other. 


Axl, always the first to kick shit off, sat forward until he was only an inch from Slash and reached out to take 
his guitar and cup his face. Bringing Slash the rest of the way forward with a slight pull of his hands, Axl 
pressed their lips together. Slash pulled Axl down over him and they fell onto the carpet beside the bed. Izzy 
climbed over me and | cradled his beautiful face with my hands. We looked at each other for a long, tender 
moment, and when | felt his hand running down my body, | moaned and angled my head to stroke his tongue 
against mine in a kiss that bordered sweet as much as it did hot. 


Still holding his face, | withdrew. "Izzy, can we talk? Balcony?" 

"Now?" he whined and cupped the bulge in my jeans. "Really?" 

| tugged his hair. "Yeah, before you fry my brain cells. Come on" 

"This better be good," Izzy lit a cigarette and followed me out. 

| pushed the glass door open and felt the cool evening air hit me as | made my way onto the balcony. It was 
unseasonably cool for a Texan summer. | paused as Izzy looked back at me. The wind ruffled the hair around 
his face as he took a drag of the cigarette and then blew out the smoke. What a turn on. He looked striking, 
standing there with the city lights as his backdrop, the smoke sensually curling away from him. 

"What's up?" 

| faced the banister and looked out at the twinkling lights. 

My eyes searched something inexpressible above the far sky, all still and shadowy and sweet. A soft low thing 
cried out in the distance. | didn’t realise it was me until Izzy caressed my face and | saw the pained expression 
in his eyes. 

"Izzy, | have everything | ever wanted. | have the band. | have money, friends, fans, recognition. But none of it 
means shit without you," | wiped my tears away. "I don't want to fucking live in a world where we're not 
Together. Do you understand me?" 

"Duff-" 

"No, listen to me. You mean everything to me and I'll do anything it takes to prove that to you. To show you 
that our relationship is the most important thing in the world to me. And if that means giving up alcohol, | will 
If that means attending AA meetings, | will. If that means going on a yoga retreat in some fucking Indian 


Ashram, | will." 


Izzy gazed at me with unflinching focus, holding the cigarette down by his leg. His eyes shimmered in the soft 
light. "Are you serious about giving up booze?" 


| held his eyes as | vowed. "Yes, Izzy. I'll give it my best shot." 
His tongue came out to moisten his lips. "Thank you. You know what | want to do now?" 


"What's that?" 


Pressing his lips against my ear, he whispered. "I want to lay you down and kiss and lick and suck every inch of 


your body, and then, Duff." he paused, biting my earlobe. "lm going to take you, hard, and you are going to 
fucking love it. Are you feeling me?" 


You could have drilled into concrete with my dick. 
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When Izzy moved in with me in the beginning of the year we started practicing Tantra. Admittedly, it took me 
a while to get into tantric sex because l'm an impatient fucker and couldn't see the point in delaying orgasm, 
breathing into each other's mouths and doing all kinds of weird acrobatic shit like that, but Izzy was into it and 
| saw the light eventually. We were out of practice these days, but still managed to make out for almost an 
hour without coming and | was in a lusty mystical trance by the end of it. Although lust, of whatever shape 
or form, seeks completion, Izzy taught me that there is a higher union, a transcendental climax. Sex is the 


alpha and enlightenment is the omega. | didn't need to go to church, fucking Izzy was my spiritual communion. 
Placing his knee onto the mattress, Izzy took the bottle of lube in his hand, poured some into his palm and 
gripped his erection, stroking it several times, all the while looking at me. As | stared back at his hypnotizing 
eyes, my lips tipped up and a grin split my mouth. 


"What are you thinking about?" Izzy laid down over me, and as my mouth parted he took a gentle bite of my 
bottom lip and kissed me. 


"You don't want to know. It would terrify you." 

He smirked. "Really? That bad?" 

"Really. That good. Now fuck me before | die here." 

"Yeah?" Izzy rocked his hips on top of my body and | moaned. 

"Yeah." 

Raising himself up and over me, Izzy gripped his cock in his hand and directed himself towards my ring of 
muscle, which had been licked and finger-fucked until | was a whimpering mess. | bent my legs, and Izzy slipped 
his cockhead inside me and groaned, lowering his head into the crook of my neck. Resting his forearms by my 
head, Izzy began to kiss me and move slowly, sensually in and out of me. 

‘Izzy, oh fuck In the battle of this versus vodka, your cock wins every time." 


He gave a strained laugh. "Duff, now's not the time to make me laugh." 


"Kay. Fuck me good, cowboy," | smacked his ass. 


"Duff!" 
"Sorry," | giggled, and then moaned when Izzy plunged into me. 
"Are you gonna shut up now?" 


He ground his hips back and forth and threaded his fingers into my hair, and | raised my knees and wrapped 


my legs around his waist. 


Every time Izzy pulled out of me and then pushed back inside, deeper and harder with each thrust, a breath 

of air left my lips and | felt taken over and possessed by the face that had become essential to me. | fingered 
the dark hair in my hands and my palms trailed down his spine to his ass where | caressed Izzy before pulling 
him closer and harder into me. God, it felt incredible. Izzy picked up his pace and snaked an arm down between 


us, taking my dripping cock and stroking it. | moaned into his mouth. 
"Gorgeous angel,” his voice was gravel. "I love you to death." 


Izzy started to pump into me faster now, working up a brutal smacking rhythm, hitting the right spot with 
every thrust. | felt my balls tingle, threatening to explode on every downward glide while my fingers grabbed 
his hips and pulled him tighter against my needy body. The visual was something from my dirtiest fuck 
fantasies, and | couldn't help but pound my hips up into Izzy, hard. The sounds coming from both our mouths 
were low and filthy as he continued to roll his hips and pound into me. The pleasure was shuddering in its 
intensity. Izzy found the exact right angle to continue hitting the spot he needed to drive me crazy, and | was 


losing it and coming undone in his arms. 

"Fuck. Oh fuck. Jesus fucking Christ! 

My body tensed under him and | rammed up, slamming our hips together. 

"Come for me, Duff," he fucked me furiously. 

A throaty growl left me as my cock erupted like a goddamn fountain and | arched my back in an explosive 
release, screaming Izzy's name, white ropey jets of come spurting out over my abdomen My blissed out 
death-state lasted a brief moment before Izzy came with a sharp punch of his hips, filling me up as he 
moaned and fucked me to an inch of my life. As | came down from my high, my eyes opened, languid and full 
of desire. 

Izzy gave me one of his killer slow sensual smiles. 


| fucking mewled 


Izzy pulled out of me, running his gaze over my spent body. 


| licked my lips and ran my fingers through the sticky mess on my stomach. | offered Izzy a dirty finger, he 
licked it clean and then kissed me deeply, making me taste my own seed. He then kissed a trail down my 


abdomen and started to lick my release. 


A soft knock at the door interrupted our filthy interlude. 


The Proverbial Pooch 


Author's Notes: 

| have been asked several times recently why | haven't written a Met chapter in a while. Of course, there's a 
reason for that. | wanted to allow time for a certain plotline to develop in my head. One of the things I've 
learned while writing this fic is that you don't need to know all the details ;-) In fact, this can often take away 
from your experience as readers. Some things should be allowed to simmer and play out in your minds without 
the author "taking over" and showing you how it happened. So two months have passed since the last Met 
chapter. | hope you enjoy their return and let me know what you think. Thank you again for all the reviews, 


recs and emails. This fic now has over a thousand favourites and I'm glad people are still digging it. 


Lars and | stared at the door. 

| shot him a glance, his eyes were glassy pools. "You're not feeling this, are you?" 
"Is there any way we can just not talk about it?" 

"With other people, you mean?" 

He nodded 

'Lars," | sighed. "D'ya think..if. maybe... 

"Telling them makes it all real somehow" 

| scrubbed my hand over my nape. “Fuck it," | knocked on the door. 


The hall was quiet and empty. A moment later the door opened and Izzy's wild eyes squinted at us. His hair 
was dishevelled and it didn't look like he was wearing anything. 


‘Oh my God, hey! Um..Duff and | are kind of having a moment in here-" 
| held my hand up. "Say no more. We'll catch up later.” 
Lars smiled. "We're in room 808. | mean, I'm in 808, James is in.." 


"812" 


"Cool, give us a little time to, uh, clean up and we'll be right with you." 


"Dude, take as long as you need. Hey Duff!" 

‘Hey Lars!" Duff called out. "Miss you! Love youl Fuck off! Im covered in spunk." 

Izzy grinned. "Thats my boy." 

Lars and | laughed and said goodbye. But as soon as we entered the lift and pressed the button to the 8th 
floor, the humour drained from our faces. It felt like a dead weight crushing my chest, and as we walked 
toward our rooms, | felt tears pricking my eyes. | wasn't quite ready to talk about it with anyone else yet. 
Lars was right. Some things are too personal, too private. Too painful. He unlocked the door to 808 and turned 
the doorknob. | pressed against his back and Lars took a shuddering breath. 

"Don't," his voice was choked. 

| stepped back. "I'm sorry." 

He turned to face me, eyes watering. "Don't ever be sorry for doing that. Fucking ever." 

"Are we doing the right thing?" 

"Yes." 

"Then why does it feel so wrong?" 

"James..." 

| banged the doorframe and paced down the corridor. 

EK 

l'm not a fan of clichés. Especially lame ass bullshit telling you that holding on and hanging in there are signs of 
great strength. There are times when it takes much more strength to know when to let go and then fucking 
do it. Buddhists believe that suffering is caused by desire, and that the cessation of desire means the 
cessation of suffering. When you stop wishing things didn't fall apart, you stop suffering when they do. And 
let's face it, they invariably do, and when that happens, there is no forgetting, no flying, no running, no hiding, 
no avoiding the pain 

| peered into the depths of my beer bottle and signalled the barkeep for another. 


"Well, if it ain't my favourite business investment," Axl perched on the adjacent stool. 


| smiled, and then looked at him. "So l'm your favourite, huh?" 


"You were always my favourite. Hi, could | get a coke, please?” 

"Partying hard, | see." 

"The party is in my head. So is the pooch dead?" 

"What?" 

"The proverbial pooch, dumbass. The reason why you're drinking alone." 

"Can't a man have a quiet drink without his friends?" 

"A man, yeah. You, no." 

"Heh. Fuck you," | chugged my Pacifico. 

"No thanks, l'm good" 

"Can't argue with that. | kind of missed you." 

He smiled and sipped his coke. 

"What? You're too cool to return the sentiment?" 

Axl's eyes sparkled into mine. 

| swallowed another mouthful. "It's like high school all over again 
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Axl had a natural talent for drawing people out of themselves while retaining an air of irony and humour, 
which | was grateful for, because l'm not very good at being serious. Oh sure, in my head I'm the most 
sombre fucker on the planet, but that's not how | act around other people. Obvious exceptions are Lars, Kirk 
and Jason. But as soon as the cameras start rolling, or other people are around, | prefer to communicate using 
cracks, sarcasm, or silence. I'm very good at just sitting there and looking at you. There are other exceptions, 
but they're rare. Axl was becoming someone | could drop the bullshit and confide in about stuff that mattered. 
Must have been all those late nights and creative exchanges at Conway and One On One. Funny how soft and 
nostalgic we become about defining moments in our lives that were really not altogether pleasant. 


Axl crossed his legs on the couch. "So when's the new album out?" 


"Next week," | nodded slowly. "We're all stoked. Fuckin’ terrified, but stoked” 


"And that's after how long a delay?" 

"Four months." 

"What are you calling it?" 

| cocked my brow. "Wait and see." 

| won't eat or sleep until | know the title of your album, man" 

"Well, thats unfortunate. What's the title of yours?" 

"Use Your Illusion 

"Use Your Illusion," | echoed affectedly. "Fuck me, that's deep." 

"One and two, it's a double, issued separately." 

"More money," | drummed my fingers absentmindedly. "How cunning," 

"Uh huh." 

"So who came up with the title?" 

‘| did of course. Its all me, James. All the great ideas, the lyrics, the catchy hooks—" 
"Oh, even the hooks, huh? You taking credit for Slash's solos too? Duff's basslines?" 
‘| take credit for everything" 

"Oh yeah?" 

"Yeah" 

| laughed. "Thank fuck l'm not in a band with you." 

ltd rather fire a nailgun into my nut than be in a band with you." 

"Ouch." 

I'd rather swallow a rat and have it gnaw at my insides than be in a band with you." 


"Ouch" 


"Even though you're hot." 
| blinked. "What?" 


"So James, what's going on? Where's Jason? Where's Kirk? Why is Lars eating dinner with Dave Mustaine while 


you're brooding in a hotel bar on your lonesome?" 

| frowned. "Lars is what?" 

He snapped his fingers. "Get with the program. I'm getting tired of repeating myself.” 
"Technically, I'm brooding in your hotel room. Dinner with Dave," | scoffed. 

"Yeah, misery likes company. 


| sank into the couch, my eyes scanning Axl's room and the array of clothes on the floor and on the bed. | 


dropped the beer bottle between my legs and shook my head. 
"Ax, |..don't know what to tell you." 

"Start from the end. The bottom line." 

"It's over. We ended it" 

"You and Lars?" 

My lips moved, but | wasn't making any sound. 

"James?" his foot nudged mine. 

| shrugged faintly and thumbed the rim of the bottle. 

Axl nudged me again. 

| cleared my throat. "Lars and Jason" 


The room fell silent. My blood felt like liquid lead in my veins and | couldn't muster the energy to look at Axl 


and gauge his response. But he was quiet, and | was grateful for it. 


‘lm not very good," he paused, "at being demonstrative and shit. But that doesn't mean | don't feel for you, 


James. Deeply. | know how much you loved them. 


“Thanks, and I'm not good at that stuff either." 
"Bullshit." 
"What?" 


"There you go with the fucking what again. Do you have like a daily quota you gotta fill or something? Are you 
from the land of What? Do they speak English in What?" 


"Have a drink, Axl’ 

"Why? Are you trying to get me drunk?" 

"Conversation, like other parts of the anatomy, runs more smoothly when lubricated" 
"Dude, why do you want me lubricated?" 

| threw my head back and laughed 


eR 


Lars giggled into my chest when | told him about the conversation with Axl. | swept hair away from his face 
before taking a soft strand and levelling it against my cheek. 


| took a deep lungful of him. "Love you! 
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Oh, God Lars.."Okay, get out," | skimmed my foot over his leg 

"Why?" 

"Because I'm five seconds away from stuffing your mouth with my cock" 
"Do it! 

'Lars," | groaned. 


"Please?" 


"Lars!" 

He sighed. "Okay, I'll stop it. But | don't wanna go and you can't make me." 

"I can make you do anything | want" 

He snorted. "I think you've forgotten who the real master of puppets is around here." 

| laughed and kissed his head. 

The room was cool and dusky with silence, and with Lars in my arms, | felt a golden happiness. It was a gentle 
thing that flowed with the undercurrent of newness that rose within me. | could almost listen to the silence. It 
had a dimension all of its own. 

"James." 

"What do you want now?" 

‘| love you too." 

| smoothed his hair. 

"We should break up more often" 

| smiled sadly. "Its only temporary." 

"We're not going to last twelve months." 

"| know, it's been three weeks and I'm climbing the walls." 

"Sa kneppe nogen then" 

‘| don't want anyone else, Lars. We've been through that" 

He nuzzled my neck "Can't we be friends that fuck?" 

"We're not exactly friends though, are we." 


"Fu nny." 


"What?" 


He gazed up at me. "For the first time in years, | feel like | have my best friend back." 

"That's how | feel too." 

Lars sat up. "So we did make the right choice." 

"Seems like it." 

"But twelve months," Lars searched my eyes. "It's already been the longest we haven't had sex since forever 
and | know it's doing us good and | know we're doing right by Jason, but a year...you know it's gonna happen as 
soon as we go on tour, right?" 

"Fuck Jason, then | mean-" 

| know what you mean, and | already told you that | don't know if | wanna do that. | still can't believe that you 
don't mind, James. How can you possibly not care if Jason and | are fucking while you're not with either one of 
us? I'm sorry but going on tour changes everything. | know you, James, and | know myself. We're gonna be 
tired and wired and drunk or hungover and horny and pumped up all the time. Sex is inevitable." 

"Well, good. Because | plan to fuck as many women as | can" 

Lars frowned. "Oh man, it's been so long since we've had to deal with groupies." 

"What are you talking about? You used to love it” 

‘Is been a while. You know | was faithful to Debbie. Okay, except when we messed around with other chicks 


together, but that doesn't count. | don't want to be with women right now. | want you, and if you're not gonna 


put out.." he raised his eyebrows. 

We both said it. "Jason" 

"| feel sick," he rubbed his stomach. 

"But why?" 

"Because | feel like I'm using him." 

"Get real," | scoffed and sat up against the headboard. "He's been lusting after you for months now, Lars. Don't 
be ridiculous. It ain't the same loaded situation he and | had. I've accepted shit. He's accepted shit. You're the 


one still grappling with it all." 


"GEE, | WONDER WHY!" 


| rolled my eyes. "Okay, so don't fuck Newsted. Now shut up." 
"Fuck you." 
"If only." 


We chuckled and looked at each other for a moment. | smiled and then pushed him down softly, climbing over 


his body and resting my forearms on either side of his head. 

"James..." 

| nuzzled his hair. "Lars." 

"What are you doing?" 

‘Oh, nothing," | nipped his ear. "So technically, we have Il months and one week." 


"Yeah yeah. No chance in hell we're holding out that long," he ran his hands up my arms and squeezed the taut 


muscles with a sigh. "I give it a fucking month." 

| held his face. "| have never loved anyone or anything more than | love you." 

We looked into each other's eyes, before pressing our lips together in a chaste kiss. 
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"So let me get this straight," Izzy wrinkled his nose. "You ended it with the loves of your life because you were 
hurting them, but now you're all hurting anyway? | don't get it” 


"That's not what | said," | opened my suitcase. "What time are they on?" 

Izzy looked at his watch. "We got thirty minutes. So explain it again." 

"Okay, first of all, | didn't do shit," | pulled a fresh shirt on. “The three of us spent a long night agonizing over 
it and agreed that it was the only compromise we could all live with without developing resentment towards 
one another. Jason knows it's only a matter of time until Lars and | get involved again. You know we've had our 
problems and it all came to a head after Fiji. We're figuring stuff out and being open and honest with each 
other. Lars and | are in the best place we've been in years. As strange as it sounds, not sleeping together has 
given us the space we needed to see things clearly." 


"That doesn't sound strange at all." 


"D'ya want a beer?" | looked in the minibar. 


"Um..yeah, but I'll say no. We're going out soon and | don't want Duff smelling booze on me. That ain't fair. 
Tonights gonna be hard enough without rubbing his face in it. Funnily enough, the only person | allow myself to 
have a drink with these days, is Axl" 

| cracked open a Bud and sat on the couch. "He doesn't really drink though, does he?" 

"Not really, no. But he'll have some wine or a beer with me occasionally.” 

"And I'm drinking more than ever. No surprise there, heh. Cheers," | raised the can 

"What | really miss is bourbon And coke. Anyway, what's this about Lars and Jason?" 

"Don't know what to tell you. | don't think they want a romantic relationship. But they've kissed and apparently 
made out a couple of times, although | haven't asked what that entailed exactly. I've given them my blessing to 
do whatever they want. | don't give a shit what they do or don't do together as long as they're honest about 
it" 

Izzy raised a perfectly arched brow. 


"What?" 


"Just sounds really fuckin’ familiar, James. Didn't Lars give you his blessing to do whatever with Jason as long 


as you're honest about it? We know how that turned out." 

‘It ain't the same,” | bounced my leg. 

"Yeah? How so? 

"They're not in love with each other." 

"Neither were you, in the beginning.” 

| shook my head. "It's lust, not love. And even if it were love, | still wouldnt mind" 

"How can you not mind? If Duff told me he's getting with Slash I'd kill the fuckers." 

| crossed my legs over the table. "I know it's hard to understand. Lars and Jason don't get it either. But in all 
honesty, | just want them to be happy. If being together makes them happy, so be it. | can be a possessive 
motherfucker, Izzy, but I'm not jealous. There's a small but important difference between the two. | don't see 


Lars falling in love with Jason. | don't know what to tell you about the other way round. Either way, I've caused 


enough pain and it's time for me to step back and reap what I've sown" 


"You have got to be kidding me." 

"Why?" 

He pushed forward on the armchair. "Stop taking responsibility for everything. It's getting old You went into 
this with an open heart and good intentions and you have always, without fucking fail, been honest with them. 
We can't control our feelings." 

| shrugged. 

"So why are you shouldering all the blame? Its no one's fault." 

"That's what they keep saying." 

"So fucking listen to them" 

| put the beer on the table and grabbed my acoustic, the one | take everywhere. 

| strummed a melody that was an outtake from ‘Justice’ that had never made the cut. It wasn't suitable for 
the new album either and would probably never be recorded, because it wasn't Metallica. It was the other 
Metallica. My fingers felt stiff and twisted in defiance of a dogged resolve my entire body cried out against, 
but | kept on playing until | was lost in the music. Until | was the music. | was the chords and the melody and 
harmony and above it all a different man unsullied by grief and this crazy, cataclysmic guilt. The music 
burrowed into my heart and coiled in my gut as | wedged myself against the guitar and embraced it as | would 
Lars and Jason If only | was worthy of them. 

XE% 

"Doro? She actually contacted you?" Izzy gaped as we entered the lift. 

"No, but | have it on good authority that she wants to go out with me," | folded my arms behind my back as 
Izzy pushed the ground floor button. "She made it clear that she liked me at the Metal Hammer party last 
year. But | wasn't interested. Now | am." 

"No shit," he chuckled. "Fuck, she's hot." 

"She's not my usual type." 


‘Oh yeah, she doesn't play in Metallica” 


"Heh. There's that. You know we auditioned a female bass player after Cliff died and actually considered her for 


like two seconds? Can you fucking imagine, Izzy?" 


"Non-stop orgies. So pretty much what goes down anyway. Why is Doro not your type? She's every man's 
type. Even I'd do her and | have no interest in chicks these days." 


Toothy grin. "She kind of a looks a bit like Duff 
Izzy laughed. "Dude, that's so true! | never even thought of that." 


The doors opened on the bth floor to admit Mustaine and Marty Friedman Fuck yeah. | live for moments like 


these. Dave's face took on an immediate deathly pallor. 
"Hello," | said cheerfully. "Marty, | don't believe we've met. James," | extended my hand. 


"Wow, James, it's so great meeting you," he pumped my hand energetically and turned to Izzy. "You're Izzy 


Stradlin, right?" 

"Yeah," they shook hands. "Great fucking work on the album. l'm a fan. Sup Dave?" 
They smiled at each other. Shit. | swear the oxygen was sucked out of the lift. 

"So James, Izzy," Marty cleared his throat. "You guys coming to the show?" 
"Megadeth are my favourite band, man," | grinned at Dave. "After Skynyrd, of course." 
Dave was visibly shaken. 

"And Sabbath, and several others," | mumbled. 


| enjoyed having this effect on Dave after all these years, but | honestly wished him and Megadeth well and 
always have. | kind of resented his friendship with Lars though. 


"You're coming to see the show?" Dave angled his head, and then smiled at Izzy again 
"Uh huh," | gave him a nod. "So how's Junior? Where is he?" 
"No idea," Dave crossed his arms over his chest. "Probably at the venue." 


"He fucking better be," Marty chuckled dryly. "He disappeared after sound check and said something about 
having a drink with you guys," he motioned to Izzy. 


lzzy frowned. "Me?" 


"Not you specifically," Marty shook his head. "Your band." 


Dave and Izzy exchanged baffled looks. "| had no idea," Izzy muttered. 
| whistled a tune and looked up at the mirrored ceiling and sparkling chandelier. 


Big wheels keep on turning, 


carry me home to see my kin. 
God, | love the Skynyrd. | may have been born in Cali but my soul is in the South. 


"Oh, get a load of this," | said to no one in particular. "You know how Axl's psychic and into past life regression 


and all that shit, well according to him | died at Gettysburg" 
Three pairs of eyes stared blankly at me. 

"Union?" Marty asked 

"Confederate! 

Dave and Izzy cracked up. 

| glared at them. Some shit ain't funny. 


eR 


Megadeth and Guns N' Roses were playing at the Coca-Cola Starplex Amphitheatre in Dallas. It was adjacent to 
the Crowne Plaza and a segregated outdoor passageway was created between the hotel and venue to allow free 
movement for the entourage. Megadeth were on tonight while Guns N' Roses were playing tomorrow, and then 
heading home to play a few shows on the West Coast before jetting off to Europe. The West Coast shows 
were added over the last 48 hours to compensate for the series of riots and cancellations that plagued their 
tour since May. Axl was getting a lot of bad press and they owed in excess of $300K over breach of 
contract. We all knew the truth and stood by his side. I'd like to see someone throwing bottles at us when we 
go on tour next month. If you think Axl was being hard-ass about that you fucking wait until that shit happens 
to Metallica You have no idea what it feels like until you're up there and glass shatters in your face. No one 
should have to put up with that crap. 


Megadeth's support band were in full-throttle on the main stage and the place vibrated with thudding basslines 
and distortion. We squeezed past security and descended the winding steps to the lower deck of the 
amphitheatre and saw Lars and Axl talking to Nick Menza. | looked around, Kirk and Jason were probably 
backstage somewhere. 


"Have you seen Duff?" lzzy shouted out. 


Axl shrugged and turned back to Menza. 


"Where the fuck is Junior?" Dave scanned the upper deck. 
‘Something's not right," Marty shook his head. "I'm gonna go look for him." 
My eyes lit up. "Jason!" 


He was standing in the darkened entrance to the left cargo bay and chatting to someone | couldn't see. He gave 


me a nod and waved us over. 

"Hey, maybe Jason's talking to Junior," | said to Dave and we walked over. 

And then stopped dead. 

The first thing that hit me was the smell. 

| was never a heavy drug user but even | recognized the metallic, sickly sweet odour of crack. Kirk and Slash 
were lying on the floor laughing as | had seen them countless times during our BOTB parties, but this was 
different somehow. You smoked crack. But the rolled up banknotes and half-cooked powdery deposits on a low 
amp suggested that they had been doing something else as well, and it wasn't cocaine. 

| looked at Jason, who was looking at Izzy and Dave, who were looking at something in the far shadowy corner 
of the bay, propped up against a Marshall stack. Junior, sprawled over Duff, taking a hit of something and then 
pressing his mouth to Duff's. 

Izzy held my shoulder and turned away, his face contorted in shock. 

Dave's face was inscrutable. 

"James," Kirk tripped over Slash as he tried to get up, knees buckling. "Hey!" 

'|.." lzzy shook his head. "I gotta get out of here," he slipped away. 

"Jase, what the actual fuck is going on here?" 


"| could tell you that," Dave said calmly, eyes fixed on Duff and Junior. 


Jason gulped, clearly as rattled as we were. "Junior said he needed something to get him through the show. We 


were smoking weed and a bit of crack, but then..then.." 


It was painfully obvious that Jason was struggling with divided loyalties. | knew that he and Duff became closer 
in Fiji, and Izzy had mentioned something about Dave and Duff coming to blows. It didn't take a brainiac to 
figure it out. But Jason clearly understood the bigger picture here. He sighed and looked at Dave. 


‘Its meth," he said plainly. "I tried to talk him out of it, but." Jason shrugged. 

"Duff was persuasive," Dave smiled tightly. 

"No," Jason said emphatically. "Junior wanted it. Duff didn't talk him into anything." 

"Hi," Duff approached us, Junior hanging on his shoulder. "How is everyone doing?" 

"Daaaave. D'ya hear the crowd?" Junior garbled, his eyes were black saucers. 

Duff edged closer to Dave and | quickly pressed between them. "Duff," | warned. 

"You have a great show," Duff sneered. "Its the biggest one of your career, right? Junior's hot tonight. | can't 
wait to hear him speeding through 190 and nailing those sixteenths on ‘Holy Wars’. Its gonna be awesome," he 


left the cargo bay. 


"Right on," Junior nodded. "I'm ready, man. Oh shit," he grimaced, nostrils flaring. "Maybe | shouldn't have eaten 
those tacos," he took a few paces and retched. 


Dave closed his eyes. 
"What's going on?" Lars whispered to me. 
"You don't wanna know," Jason mumbled as Kirk ambled up and blew smoke in his face. 


"Well," Dave sighed. "It makes sense. The biggest fucking embarrassment of my career, my professional ruin, 


and of course you're here to witness it," he looked at us. 
Marty dashed over to Junior and held him up. "What the fuck have you taken, man?" 


| looked at Jason, and then at Lars and Kirk. | didn't need to say anything, they knew exactly what | had in mind 


and Lars nodded in agreement before looking at Jason 
His eyes widened. "For real? Oh my God," he glanced at Dave. 

| held his shoulder. "Can you do it?" 

'Uhhhh. shit," Jason scrubbed his cheeks. "Fuck. lIl give it my best shot, but we better go straight back to the 
hotel right now so that | can have a run-through with Marty and Menza cause | am not up to fucking scratch 


with their entire fucking discography.” 


Dave was clearly in a state of shock "You're..what? You'd actually..?" 


Lars stepped up. "Dave, focus. Jason's gonna fill in for Junior tonight. Where's your manager? He still with the 
press? We'll take care of Junior and speak to your manager. We'll tell him that Junior's taken ill and Jason's 
covering for him. Hopefully he can get your support to play a longer set to give you and the others time to 


catch Jason up and review the setlist, making alterations to accommodate Jase where possible." 


"I know ‘Rust well," Jason nodded. "I'm okay with some of ‘Peace Sells‘ and ‘So Far’. If we can have a quick run- 


through of the material | know, thatll be enough. I'll wing it" 
Dave swallowed thickly. "Guys.! don't even have the words." 
"You guys are saving our skin," Marty held Junior up, who was completely out of it. 


| squeezed Dave's shoulder. "Dude, go. You have 90 minutes. That's an acceptable delay and the crowd wil 
forgive you that when they hear what happened." 


Dave nodded solemnly, and then narrowed his eyes at something. | followed his gaze and saw Axl in a darkened 


corner, leaning against a column, eyes fixed on Dave. 
"You better start auditioning bass players," he gritted. "BECAUSE DUFF IS DEAD!" 


Slash placed a hand on Dave's shoulder, arm hanging alongside him, the muscles flexed . "So I'm totally baked 


right now," he chuckled, "but did you just threaten my brother?" 

Slash," Kirk prodded his arm. "Lay off, man. Now's not the time." 

"Cause let me tell you something, we may act like the flaky fuckin’ rock stars that we are and frankly you'll 
never be, but we're the hardest motherfuckers you'll ever meet and if you so much as spit on Duff | will 
break your fucking fingers, one by one." 

Dave whirled around and decked Slash in the face and there was a great roar and a heavy-booted foot nearly 
smashed in Dave's fingers. Slash knocked Dave off him and swung his foot back with a vicious kick at Dave's 
shin. Dave howled and Kirk and | launched forward and separated them while Marty and Jason dragged Dave 
away. 

"M GONNA FUCK YOU UP!" 

"YOU BETTER WATCH YOUR BACK, CUMSTAINE!" 

Kirk held Slash's arms behind his back and Lars pushed his chest. "GUYS! GO!" 


"Come on," Jason pulled Dave towards the exit. "You can settle scores later." 


Dave snarled and charged out of the cargo bay. 
"What a fucking shitstorm," Lars rubbed his temples. "I'm gonna go find their manager." 
| knelt by Junior, he was sprawled on the floor. "| better take him to a medic." 


Slash checked his pulse. "He's okay, his breathing is steady. Come on Hamster, let's take him to the lounge and 


give him some water. Or more meth," he chuckled. 

Kirk stifled a laugh and they hobbled out of the bay with Junior. 
| approached Axl. He hadn't moved from the column. 

"So now will you have a fucking drink with me?" 


A small smile played about his lips. "Thought you'd never ask" 


Me-ga-deth 
Me-ga-deth 
Me-ga-deth 
Me-ga-deth 
Me-ga-deth 


Me-ga-deth! 


The crowd chanted in an endless loop that sounded like a timeless unity of energy currents sparking off 


vibrations and electricity in the air. Lars, Kirk and | stood backstage and waited for Jason. Megadeth were on 


the other side of the stage. 

"Guys," Jason sprinted over to us, carrying Junior's Jackson bass. "We're almost on" 
"How do you feel?" Lars rubbed his shoulder. 

"Wired!" he jumped up and down “Terrified! It's gonna be awesome!" 

| shook my head. "You're loving this, aren't you?" 

He stuck his finger in my face. "Yes | am!" 

| chuckled and hugged him. 

"Don't love it too much," Kirk feigned indignation "You might find your ass in cement.” 
Lars smiled. "Yeah. Consider it a warm up for the real deal." 

"That's what I'm doing. Shit, it's been IO months since our last show." 

"Feels like a lifetime ago," | nodded. "I can't wait to get out there again" 

The stage lights dulled, signalling the band that sound and lighting were ready. 

"This is it," Jason whined. "Oh, fuck me. Guys..." 

"They'll fuck you later,” Kirk nodded enthusiastically. "Kick ass bro," they hugged. 

Lars drew him into his arms. "Do us proud. Show the motherfuckers how it's done!" 
Jason glanced at me just as the crowd erupted in a thunderous roar. 

The air had liquefied to sweat and sound as Megadeth walked on stage and the stadium was thrown into 


frenzy. Jason pressed his lips to mine and swept his tongue over my bottom lip, seeking entry. | deepened our 
kiss for a moment before letting go. 


"GOOD EVENING, DALLAS!" 


Dave slid his microphone into an attached cradle and smiled as the crowd roared in response. "As you know by 
the announcements, Junior's taken ill and can't play for you tonight. But by complete fluke, or by the grace of 
God, however which way you're inclined, my old band is here," Dave chuckled at the mixed reactions from the 


crowd. 


"Oh, shit," Jason croaked. "They're gonna hate me, they're gonna boo me off the stage!" 
"No they won't," Lars reassured him. "Wait and see." 
"They're going to love you," | rubbed his neck. "I promise you." 


Dave continued. "Good thing, too, because Metallica are saving our ass. You better fucking show respect. Okay, 


so without further ado, give it up for Jason Newsted!" 


Jason walked onto the stage and was instantly bathed in floodlights. He held Junior's bass up high and jabbed 
his fist in the air as the stadium exploded with sound. 


Fuck Feelings, Fuck Fucking (Part Il) 


Author's Notes: 
Dedicated to therealgloria, the Duff to my Izzy, who knows that in spite of all the heartache Duzzy never dies. 


Crowne Plaza, Dallas TX 
The Next Morning 


In a world where everyone else belongs somewhere and to someone, | have never really belonged anywhere. l'm 
a wanderer, a drop of free water. | belong to no man and to no city. Owning our true nature can be hard, but 
not nearly as difficult as spending our lives running away from it. If you must leave a place you have lived in 
and loved and where all your memories are buried deep, leave it the fastest way you can. Fuck feelings. Just 
do it. But | can't do that, and | can't go home, and | can't reconcile my true nature with my conscience and 
loyalty towards Axl, Duff and Slash, the only people | have ever belonged to. For the first time in years, | felt 
dope sick. | was having phantom withdrawals symptoms and needed a fix. Just a small one. Something to lift the 
clouds and fantasy of belonging. It was stifling my sun, strangling my centre, a castle in the sky without 
foundation or substance. That's the hopelessness of it. The bleakness of it. The part of it that can never be. 


The banging on the door ceased. 

"fine," Duff sighed from the other side. "/ve got gum to keep me entertained" 

| leaned against the door, listening to Duff chewing gum. 

"Duff," | said after a while, "this, whatever this is, is fucked up." 

"Oh Im sorry, did you say something” 

"Just go!" 

"Open the door Isbell. Or HI huff and Hil puff and Hi blow the place down" 

Trust Duff to inject humour into an absolutely hopeless situation. 

| ran my fingers down the doorframe, they lingered over the latch for a moment before letting him in. | 
couldn't move. My legs hardened like deadweight, fossilised to the floor. | braced myself for the familiar 
vapours of alcohol, but there were none. Duff smelled of soap, cigarettes and peppermint. That's when | looked 


up into soulful misty eyes. 


"Izzy?" 


We fell into each other's arms. Duff nuzzled my hair before planting kisses along my neck and jawline. | ran my 
fingers through his hair and his hands roamed down my sides and caressed my ass. Our mouths were an inch 
away and | stared at his lips, soft and ripe, imagining all the possibilities. Duff spit his chewing gum onto the 


carpet. 

"Dude, that's vile." 

"Once a punk." 

He descended on me and our mouths met in a drowning kiss. | grabbed his face and kissed him with all the 
passion | had in my heart. Duff gave as good as he got and moved his hips against mine as we melted into 
each other. | wrapped my arms tightly around Duff's lower back, pulling him head to toe against my hard body. 
Every bit of goddamned longing | felt deep in my heart smouldered inside this kiss we shared. But then, just as 
abruptly, Duff ended the kiss and the contact, pushing me away. 

His eyes were hard and heavy. "So do you want to fuck, or talk?" 


"Talk," | moved away. 

He gave me a hungry once over. "Let's fuck, things always find a way after that” 
"Do they?" | said exasperatingly. "Shit, Duff. You know that's not true” 

He followed me to the armchair and straddled me. "I want you. Right here, right now! 


| tried to shove him away but it aroused us even more. We fucked no less than four times over the last 
couple of days but here we were, eager and ready for each other again. We made out furiously, rubbing our 
cocks against each other until | thought we would spontaneously combust. We tussled and fell off the armchair 
into a fast and filthy 69 and | couldn't hold off another minute, Duff's mouth and tongue were driving me over 
the edge. | flicked my tongue against his skin, tasting and teasing him and enjoying every drop of sweat and 
precome that trickled into my mouth. We couldn't control our orgasm any longer and Duff came with a choked 
moan as my own release filled his throat. After several long minutes, well past the point of both of us coming 


down from our high, we lay in the carpet, just holding one another. 
Duff reached for my packet of Camels and fired one up. "Let's talk" 
| nuzzled his hip, my tongue snaking out to taste salty skin 

"Izzy, love of my loins. Concentrate. 


| sat up with a sigh and nabbed his cigarette. "Love of your lons?" 


He grinned. "My life, whatever." 
"So | hear Jason saved the day." 


"Unfortunately," he blew out smoke. "Actually, it's a different kind of triumph. Mustaine humbled and humiliated 
by Metallica once again. | can live with that." 


"That's not funny.” 
"| ain't laughing." 
| looked at Duff and then shook my head. "Okay look, what you did was wrong. We're in enough hot water 


without Dave filing a lawsuit for losses and damages. Not to mention drugging Junior. | wouldn't blame him if he 


sued your ass for personal injury. What you did could have seriously damaged their careers, Duff. Not only 


Dave's. What about the other three? What the fuck were you thinking?” 

"Ha. I'm pretty one track minded these days." 

"This has got to stop. Do you understand me?" 

"No," he snarled "Understand this Once again I'm a fucking saint to put up with this impending doom you're 
lining up for me. | know you want out. | know it's a matter of time until you resign from Guns N' Roses. Do 
you have any idea how that feels? You're holding us to fucking ransom but somehow you come out of this 
smelling like roses while the rest of us have to deal with the fucking fallout, like that business with the 
Surefos. And if that ain't bad enough, you've asked me to give up the one thing that's been helping me through 
this. The one thing | can count on for relief when | wanna blow my brains out because l'm so fucking terrified 
of you leaving. l'm doing it, Izzy. I'm climbing the walls but l'm doing it. Because you asked me to, because when 
you're in love you make sacrifices for the person you love. So don't you dare fucking lecture me." 

| ashed my cigarette, taken aback by his outburst. 

"Now," he took a deep breath. "There is something | need to ask of you." 

"Okay." 

| want you to sever all contact with Dave." 


| blinked. "What? Duff, we're not in contact" 


"So he wasn't in your room the day we arrived in Dallas? After the press conference? You didn't go out for 


breakfast? That pancake place across the road?" 


| couldn't believe what | was hearing. "You were trailing us?" 


"YOU'RE MY BOYFRIEND! | HAVE THE RIGHT TO KNOW WHERE YOU GO AND WHO WITH! ESPECIALLY WHEN THAT 
PERSON IS DAVE FUCKING MUSTAINE!" 


| flinched. "Duff..please calm down." 


He got up and smashed a vase against the wall. The water trickled down the tapestry and onto the mess of 


shattered glass and long stemmed sweet peas on the carpet. 

"Duff," my eyes filled with tears. "Please..come here, sit down" 

He scrubbed a hand through his hair. "I want you to sever all contact with him, Izzy. lim not kidding. | don't 
care how often your paths cross but | don't want you talking anymore. No phone calls or post cards or fucking 
pancake breakfasts. Nothing. Nada. We're not sharing any stages in the foreseeable future so this should be 
easy.” 

| facepalmed and groaned my agreement. 

"| didn't hear you." 

| wiped my eyes and got up. "Okay." 

"Where are you going?" 

| pulled my pants on. "To say goodbye to Dave." 

"IZZY!" 

"You've had your say, now let me have mine. There is nothing going on between me and Dave. Yes, we had a 
chat and breakfast the next morning. We ate gingerbread pancakes and drank coffee and that was it. You've got 
the wrong end of the stick, Duff, but thats neither here nor there. lll do what you ask because | understand 


where you're coming from. | won't talk to him anymore. But he has the right to know why." 


| turned to leave but Duff blocked me. "No, Izzy. | don't want you anywhere near that fucker and that's non- 


negotiable. You can write him a note and I'll see that he gets it" 


| shot him an incredulous look. "Are you serious? D'ya really think that's the way to keep me around? Do you 


know me at all? This is the fastest way to alienate me." 
| pushed him aside and Duff slammed me into the wall. Pain exploded in my shoulder. 


‘Oh my God!" he held me up as | staggered. "I'm so sorry! | didn't mean to hurt youl” 


"IFs..okay," | rubbed my shoulder blade and looked at the floor. 
"Izzy," Duff caressed my face. "Are you okay? Izzy, you gotta believe-" 


‘lm fine," | flexed my muscles and gasped at the pain in my upper arm. "I'l just wear the guitar strap on my 


other shoulder tonight..ll be okay." 

'Izzy..'m sorry..please, don't go," he cried. 

| managed a little smile. "l'm just..going for some smokes. I'll see you later.” 

* * 

Pain throbbed in my shoulder. | had no idea how it would affect my playing tonight. | strolled around the 
landscaped hedges in the courtyard and wondered whether things had broken beyond repair. Sure, | could find a 
way to patch things up, to make them workable, even tolerable, but how soon before they got too awful and 
snuffed out any hope of ever reconciling with Duff in the future? How much was too much? 

| reached into my pockets and realised | left my cigarettes upstairs, so | headed to the bar to buy a packet 
when | spotted Dave and James deep in conversation | hesitated, unsure whether to say a quick hello or get 
the fuck out of there. The cigarette machine was right next to the bar so there was no way | could do the 
deed unnoticed. 

"Izzy?" James called. "Whatcha doing there?" 

| ambled up to them, feeling like a drowned rat. "Hi." 

"Good morning. Do you want anything?" Dave asked. 

| locked eyes with him. "Dave, l'm so sorry about what happened last night." 

He frowned. "Why are you sorry? It had nothing to do with you." 

"Oh, | wouldn't say that," | looked at James. "Have you seen Axl?" 

"Probably asleep. Where were you last night? | couldn't find you anywhere." 

"Walking around downtown, clearing my head. | came back to the hotel around Zam and went swimming in the 
pool. Caught up with Axl after that and we fell asleep. Duff started banging on my door a couple of hours ago. 
Axl must have returned to his room while | was sleeping," | yawned and winced when | flexed my arm to cover 


my mouth. 


"What's wrong with your shoulder?" 


"Nothing. Look, l'm gonna," then | remembered | had nowhere to go, "get some smokes, and then find a ditch to 
throw myself in. Actually, Dave, when are you guys leaving?" 


"Couple of hours." 
"Is Junior okay?" 
"Sure. He's more embarrassed than anything." 


| nodded. "Right, can we talk? | don't want to intrude on your bonding session with James here, which l'm very 


happy about by the way, so can you" 

"We're done," James got up. "I'm gonna hit the pool myself before it gets too busy. 
"Okay" 

"So, Dave," James grinned. "Guess I'll see you around” 

Dave snorted "Yeah, let's not make a habit out of it! 

James chuckled. "What time is your soundcheck, lz?" 

"Fuck knows. Oh wait, 5 o'clock" 

"Dinner after that? lIl gather the troops’ 

My eyes glazed over and | gave him a nod. 

"You might want to have a nap, and a heat rub for that shoulder." 

| shot him a glance. James raised his eyebrow and then left the bar. 


"Gimmie a sec," | headed to the cigarette dispenser and bought a packet of Camels. When | returned to the 


table Dave was leaning against it. 

"Let's go." 

"Where?" 

"My room. I've got some Flexpower you can use." 


| sat down. "| don't need it" 


‘Izzy, come on. You've clearly hurt your shoulder and you're expected to play a 40 minute set this evening. 


Don't be an ass. Its just a heat rub, I'm not gonna try anything.” 

| opened the packet of cigarettes. "So you're checking out soon, huh?" 

"Yeah. So?" 

"Can |..um, use your room? When you're done | mean" 

"Use my room? For what? Frat party? Voodoo lounge? Nuclear experiment?" 
"Fuck you," | yawned again. 

"You can do whatever the hell you want in my room. Let's go." 

"Fine," | got up. "But we're taking the stairs." 

"Are you insane? l'm on the Bth floor. You wanna climb eight floors?" 

"Not up to it, Mustaine?" 


"Actually, Stradlin, | was pumping weights at Tam this morning. Hell, why not. | overdid the hash browns at 
breakfast anyway. Why are we using the stairs by the way?" 


"Cause | need the exercise” 
"What you need is a decent meal and a good nights sleep" 

"Okay, you can stop parenting me now! Thank you." 

Dave gave me a scowl and we climbed up to the 8th floor. The last thing | needed was to run into Duff with 
Dave there, and | think he realised that. | was completely out of breath by the time we reached his room, no 


doubt a testament to my chain smoking and lack of sleep. Dave barely broke a sweat. | sat on the bed while he 


made tea. 
"Here," he handed me the tube of Flexpower and went back to the kettle. 


| leaned back against the headboard and took a deep shuddering breath, allowing my frayed nerves and muscles 


to relax at last. My eyes fluttered shut. 


"Would you like some dried apricots? | got a banana here somewhere." 


"Just the tea, thanks." 

‘Mmhm," he placed the tea on the nightstand and sat by me. 

"So are you going to actually use the Flexpower and or just hold it?" 
"Im just enjoying the stillness for a moment" 

"Izzy, what happened?" 

"What happened to what?" 

"You look like you've been crying” 


‘lm tired. Only got a couple of hours sleep last night. That's what | want to do in your room, by the way. Sleep. 


Like, when you're done. | don't want to intrude 
"You can sleep now. | won't disturb you" 

| reached for the tea "I might do that, thanks” 
"Can | ask why you can't sleep in your room?" 
"| don't want to be found” 

He heaved a sigh. "Izzy" 


"Dave, don't," | shook my head. "I don't wanna talk about it. But there's something else | need to talk to you 
about. Do you intend to press charges against Duff?" 


Its tempting, and if Newsted wasn't there to fill in for Junior then we would have had to. But given the way 


things turned out and..other circumstances, the answer is no." 

| sighed in relief. "Thank you." 

"Don't thank me, Izzy, I'm not done with that blond fuck. Not in a million years. He'll get whats coming to him 
but I'm going to be smart about it, and suing Duff is only going to cost us money and hurt you. So no, we're 


not going to press charges. Anything else?" 


| looked into Dave's hazel eyes. They sparkled with health and vitality and a thousand other things that drew 
me into their depths. He angled his head and raised a brow. 


"We can't talk anymore. We hardly see each other anyway, but we can't be in contact." 


His nostrils flared. "McKagan?" 
| nodded and sipped tea. "But he's right. This isn't good for any of us." 


"| couldn't agree more," he shrugged. "In fact, I'm strangely pleased about it. It's the validation | needed all this 


time. Maybe now | can accept shit and move on" 
"What do you mean, validation? 


His eyes were unnervingly intense. "Duff would have never forbidden you from seeing me if he didn't realise 
you had strong feelings towards me. He's too proud. | would have done the same thing in his position. Shit, | 
actually respect him for that” 


| didn't know what to say, so | stared at the lotion 


He grabbed it from me and | met his gaze. "One of these days, and it could be next week, or next month, or 
next year, you are going to realise that you and Duff have absolutely nothing in common anymore. You have a 
shared history. You will always have that bond that being in a band with someone creates. You fulfilled your 
dreams together. He was your first love and | know you love him still. | don't doubt that. But you grew up 
while he's still playing rock star. | don't know what you two talk about when you're alone, but | bet it's either 
band business or your personal problems. Am | right? | imagine the sex is still hot, and maybe that's the last 
glue holding you guys together.” 


"Dave, you don't know shit” 


"I know enough. Your body language is screaming flight right now. You want to run because you know l'm right, 
because the truth hurts and it's fucking inconvenient. | have never begged for anyone or anything in my entire 
life, not even when Metallica fired my ass and told me to get the fuck out of there. | didn't beg for them and | 
didn't beg for Junior and | sure as fuck ain't begging for you, Stradlin Not my style. But one of these days, 
when the haze lifts and you see things clearly for the first time in God knows how long, you'll see that we 
belong together. We have everything in common, Izzy, from outdoorsy stuff to healthy living, politics and 
philosophy. What do you and Duff have in common anymore? Huh? The good old days?" 


My hand trembled as | put the tea on the nightstand. 

Dave leaned in closer and lowered his voice. "To add to that, I'm the best fuck you ever had, and don't even 
try to deny it because we both know the score. I'm sure Duff gets you off often enough, but no one can make 
your body sing the way | can. No one." 


There was no point in denying it, any of it. | was too shattered to take a stab at pretence. 


"Be that as it may," | murmured. "You're forgetting one thing." 


"Enlighten me." 

‘| don't love you." 

He smiled. "Who said anything about love, Izzy? Did | even mention that word?" 

"You said we belonged together." 

He snorted. "Um, yeah, so here's a newsflash about me. I'm not the most romantic person. | spent the last few 
years head over heels with my own bassist and it brought me nothing but trouble. You think you and Duff 
have issues? Oh dude, you should have seen me and Junior before we got cleaned up. It was beyond fucked up. 
Its a miracle we can still work together and if you ask me it's a ticking time bomb. So what? I'll always love 
him and wish things were different, but it doesn't change the fact that it wasn't meant to be. Like you and 
Duff. | know you love him. I'll never understand why but that's your own business. Bottom line is that | can 
make you a million times happier than he ever did, because | get you. | know what makes you tick, Izzy. I've 
been inside your head. | know where you live. | know what you need" 

"How do you know | can make you happy?" 

He flipped his hair back and grinned. "Because it goes both ways, dumbass." 

| don't know if it was exhaustion, dehydration, delirium or shock that had me teetering on the brink of outright 
hysteria, but before long | was rolling on the bed laughing. Dave stretched out by my side and caressed my 
face, his smile was warm, open and understanding. He stroked my face tenderly and then proceeded to 


unbutton my shirt. 


"Shhh, relax," he said when | tried to protest. "I'm just going to rub the Flexpower into your shoulder, and then 
I'm going to tuck you in and let you sleep. Okay?" 


Silent tears rolled down my cheeks. Okay." 


He smoothed my tears away and then took a good look at my shoulder. His eyes narrowed and he pressed my 


skin gently, eliciting a small whimper. 

"How did it happen, Iz?" 

"I slipped when | used the pool last night. It was dark, | was tired." 
"You slipped," he reached for the heat rub. 


"Yeah," | sniffed and closed my eyes. 


"So you didn't get into a fight? Because these look like finger imprints." 
"| slipped." 
"Into Duff?" 


| opened my eyes and shook my head slowly, pleadingly. Dave's eyes blazed into mine and he sighed before 
squeezing a bead into his hands and rubbing them together. 


"So there's only one way l'm leaving town this afternoon," he rubbed the cream into my shoulder and | hissed. 


‘lm telling James what happened. Or better still, you tell him." 
"Don't be ridiculous. What do you expect James to do exactly?" 


“Something about this doesn't feel right. If | get involved, Duff will end up in a morgue. Either call James or | 


will” 

"Dave, for crying out loud," | brushed his hand away and buttoned up. "m not a child” 

"What's his room number?" 

"He's in the pool." 

"L asked what's his room number?" 

"Give me the goddamned phone." 

"Izzy. What. Is. His. Room. Number." 

"Fuck sake! 612." 

Dave dialled the number. | shook my head in exasperation and jumped off the bed. 

"Oh good, you're there. Look, Izzy and Duff got into a fight..yeah, that explains the busted shoulder. | don't 
know the details but something's not right and | don't feel comfortable leaving Izzy alone right now, would you... 
well, maybe he'll jump out of a window and save me the trouble..whatever dude, you don't want to be an 
accessory to murder..810. Bye,” he hung up and looked at me. "James will be here in a minute." 

"What in God's name is wrong with you? | do nof need a fucking babysitter!" 


Dave rolled his eyes. "Suck it up. So | guess this is goodbye." 


| nodded faintly. "Thanks for the tea, and the heat rub." 


He grabbed the Flexpower and handed it to me. "Here, you need it more than | do." 

"Thanks," | put it in my pocket. 

"Try playing a minor pentatonic scale later, to warm up. Start slow and build up the speed. Don't force yourself 
into a tempo that you're not ready for. Make sure your arms and wrists are relaxed. Thats how | ease into 
playing when | get a muscle ache." 

"Yeah, I've been playing guitar for lb years." 

"Ah." 

We stalled a moment before taking a slow stride towards one another. Dave pulled his arms around my waist 
and drew me in, holding me close against him. | hugged him and he brushed the tips of his fingers down my 
spine. | could feel it in every nerve ending in my body, in the centre of my gravity, and | breathed him in like a 
star starved of oxygen 

"Can you imagine," he whispered, "what it would feel like to be mine?" 

| gave him a wry smile. "Under a spell?" 

Dave grinned and swept his thumb over my lips. 

A knock at the door snapped us out of trance. 


* eK 


James drew the curtains and the room filled with a gentle stillness. He motioned towards the bed and my 
drooping eyelids carried over the fluffy pillows and warm comforter. | was powerless against their allure and 


soon snuggled under the covers. 

"| don't want to sleep and | don't need a fucking babysitter." 

James lay on the bed next to me. "Izzy, | know you're upset and fed up and your nerves are fried to shit. But 
you're not going to solve anything by being a stubborn ass, so go to sleep. Think about the show this evening. 

Ill wake you up in a few hours and we'll talk." 

James grabbed a magazine and started to read. | looked at the ceiling and saw a landscape of floating patterns, 
a moon coffined in clouds and a constellation of stars. | was beginning to relax into the dimness. Everything was 


clear and crisp and mercifully devoid of white noise and thought bubbles. | looked at James and smiled. 


"Whatcha reading?" 


"A magazine." 

"Redneck Review? Republican Weekly?" 

He showed me his middle finger and turned a page. 
"Can you even read in this light?" 

"Sleep." 


| tried to empty my mind. Rest is almost impossible to achieve when you seek it. When you strive for quiet, 
you become impatient, and impatience is in itself a noiseless noise. 


"Dude, this is killing me. What are you reading?" 
He showed me the cover. 


| burst out laughing. "Time Magazine? You're fucking reading Time Magazine? Hey, | don't suppose you got the 
National Geographic?" 


James tossed the magazine away. "So clearly me reading a magazine is too exciting for you. I'm just gonna lie 


here." 

"Do you want to give me nightmares?" 

His jaw clenched. "Izzy." 

| stifled a giggle. 

"Fuck. You're like the baby brother | never had and would have suffocated" 

| gave him a kick. "I'm a year older. 

"You're a year dumber," James rolled onto his side. "Look, d'ya wanna talk now?" 
"No, I'm trying to sleep." 

"Uh huh." 

"Goodnight." 


He closed his eyes. 


| took a deep breath. "James?" 

"Jesus Christ you're as bad as Lars! What?" 
"Can we talk?" 

"OF course. Tell me what happened" 


| could no longer control the tears. "Nothing," | curled into a ball and wept. "He didn't mean it. We had an 
argument about Dave and stuff, he got angry. He didn't mean it" 


"Come here," James cradled me to him. "It's okay..let it out..." 

| don't know if it was his voice or the fact that my face, my shame, was now hidden by his broad chest, but | 
just let go. It felt like a lifetime of longing and loving and losing everything | cared about had built to the 
breaking point, and there was nothing left, no scrap of the familiar | could hold on to. Except for James, the 
constant through it all. My body shook with sobs, each tear commemorating something | had lost or was about 
to lose, and it was those tears that cut the deepest than any pain | had ever known. 

"What am | gonna do without him..without them..what am | gonna do..." 

"Oh Izzy, its okay bro..let it out," he stroked my hair. "It's okay..there you go." 

*** 

| woke up with a leg between my own and a head of hair spanning my chest. The room was cool and dark and | 
felt better for having released all sorts of ugly little pressures and tensions. | ran my fingers through James's 
curls and found silky smooth strands instead. It was Axl, and he was fast asleep. | got up and went to the 
bathroom to freshen up and fill the kettle. It was 3 o'clock, two hours to soundcheck, five hours to showtime. 
"Hey," Axl rubbed his face and squinted at me. "What time is it?" 

"Three. I'm making you some tea with honey." 

"Thanks," he stretched out like a cat. "Can't even remember falling asleep." 

"I take it you and James swapped places." 


"We swapped souls. I'm still James. Axl's soul is in my body right now." 


| chuckled. "Shit, don't even go there." 


He laughed gruffly. "Yeah, about an hour ago | guess. How are you feeling?" 


| brought him the tea "Two spoons of honey. Well, | had what you would call a mini breakdown this afternoon, 
but yeah l'm feeling alright. | just really needed to sleep." 


"So what happened? Duff looks like he saw a ghost and wouldn't tell us anything except that life as we know it 


is over or some crazy ass apocalyptic shit like that.” 

"We had an argument. Things got out of hand and we hurt each other" 

"Like physically hurt each other?" 

"Yeah, never mind. He didn't..we didn't mean it." 

Axl blew into his teacup. "What did he mean by life as we know it is over?" 

There was a pregnant pause before | said what we were both thinking. "The band." 

He sipped tea "We still on for Saturday?" 

"Yep," | fired up a cigarette. 

What the others didn't know was that Axl and | were planning to spend the weekend deliberating our fates. 
There would be no happy ending for Guns N' Roses, but there might be a happily ever after, and we both 


knew that we held the key to that kingdom. 


* 

Axl and | joined the others in the bar for a drink before soundcheck Duff was conspicuous in his absence. | 
was drinking OJ while the others, even Axl, enjoyed hard liquor. As long as Duff wasn't drinking | would cheer 
him on with my own sobriety. 

"Dude." 

Lars looked around before narrowing his eyes at Kirk. "Do you mean me?" 

"Well, yeah. Who else?" 


Lars shook his bracelets and downed a shot. "Yes, Hamster?" 


Kirk polished off his Jack while the rest of us waited patiently and chuckled. "Okay," he sniffed. "So you know 
that thing | told you? Like, during breakfast?" 


"Oh sure, the thing Actually wait, was this the thing that preceded the thing or the thingamajig that you told 


me after the thing? Because there were several things." 

James looked at Jason. "So this is what an aneurysm feels like." 

"You do realise they know exactly what they're talking about, right?" 

Kirk gave Jason a dirty look. "We are talking about the thing" 

"Don't worry," Lars tossed a peanut into his mouth. "They don't know a thing.” 
"About the thing?" 

Lars waved his hand. "About anything." 


| chuckled as a glass of bourbon was placed on the table beside me. "This is for you," Duff whispered behind 


me. "Just because I'm not drinking doesn't mean you can't" 

| turned to face him. "Hey, thanks." 

"Um, shall we.." James gestured towards the exit. 

"Nah, we got a soundcheck in a few anyway. Izzy, can we talk? Just for a sec?" 
"Sure," | hopped off the stool. 

"No fucking now," Axl shook his finger. 

"We'll try not to. See you there." 


I'm serious," Axl frowned "Whenever you two get together cocks get sucked and dicks get pumped and spunk 


gushes forth like a goddamn volcano. I've seen it happen, man" 

"Okay, Ax, we get the message," Duff chuckled. "We won't be late." 

"You guys aren't hearing me at all. If you're gonna get all frisky and shit | want you to time it. Duff, you're 
the bassist so it should come natural to you. Unless you're the one doing the coming, in which case we need to 
look at Plan B. Izzy, it takes Duff between four to five minutes to bust his nut when you go down on him-" 


Jason regurgitated on his drink and James smacked his back. 


"Fuck me," Lars did another shot. "We're gonna need another bottle." 


"What?" Axl feigned innocence. "We're all friends here. Intimate friends. Let's face it, we're one dark room away 
from gunning your tallicas. You know it's true. So be careful, guys. Don't want you missing soundcheck because 
Izzy shot his load and blinded Duff. Oh, and if there's any rimming involved-" 

"We'll be sure to notify you," | smirked. "In triplicate." 

‘It's only natural. By the way, Slash, | need more tongue time." 

"What, right now?" 

Duff and | strolled out of the bar while the others convulsed with laughter. 

* eK 

"A broom closet?" | frowned as he closed the door and crammed in beside me. 

"Well, it's private in here, and kind of cool if you don't mind the dust and cobwebs." 

"How much time have you been spending in fucking broom closets, Duff?" 

"Do you really wanna know?" 

"Guess not” 

'Izzy," he grabbed my hips and whispered, "I'm so sorry." 

"It's okay, | know you didn't mean it" 

His head dipped to my shoulder and he nuzzled me. "Are you okay? 

"Yeah, a little sore but | played a few chords earlier and I'll be fine. Hey, Duff?" 

"Mm," he kissed my shoulder and rubbed my upper arm. 

"Are we disgusting?" 


He chuckled and straightened up. "What?" 


"I know Axl was only kidding and just trying to diffuse the tension, but he's kind of got a point. | mean we're 
constantly fucking even when we're fighting. What's up with that?" 


"We're in love, it's natural." 


"After all this time? Are you sure we're not a couple of-" 


"Horn dogs? Yeah, we are, and thank fuck for that. Can you imagine being with someone who only needed it like 


three, four times a week?" 

"That's kind of normal for most couples” 

Duff looked horrified. "Really?" 

"Yeah," | drew our bodies together and nipped his jawline. "Apparently" 
"Well, damn" 


My hands travelled up his back and into his hair. They wove around his smooth waves and pushed his face 


closely to mine without our lips touching. "Duff." 
"Izzy." 


"You don't have to feel insecure ever again. l'm yours and yours only. Whatever you long for. Whatever you 


desire. Whatever you need. You have only to ask’ 
Duff's eyes widened and seemed to flame. "Thief, what have you done with my heart?" 

| flashed him a slow, smouldering smile. 

Maybe love is a minor madness that leads to a broom closet. Maybe that's what love is all about, that breath 


of belonging, guttering around in the dark, and the relief that there is someone in the world, finally, who 


understands you. 


The Story ls Never Finished 


Today is my birthday. | don't feel like celebrating and told the others they would have to wait until | die and 
then commemorate me, but | would accept token gifts of beer and guitar picks. | don't like to celebrate my 
birthday because | don't like taking credit for other people's work, in this case my dead mom and absentee dad. 
Or possibly my mom and the preacher. The guys showed up at my house anyway with a mini keg and the 
entire deluxe catalogue of Dunlop accessories, including custom made straps, picks, strings, capos, slides and 
pedals all wrapped up in black crépe. That's metal, right there. Lars produced our tour papers, which he always 
seemed to have up his sleeve or ass or whatever, and we sat in the kitchen and went through the itinerary. 
Actually, it was the perfect birthday, because | was with the people | loved most in the world, drinking beer 
and discussing our biggest tour to date. Life was pretty neat. 


Jason doodled in his sketchbook. He was always drawing these days. Sometimes he came up with sketches that 
provided an interesting snapshot of the various memes running around his brain, and sometimes his drawings 
were abstract and beautiful. | think it provided him with an outlet for his restlessness. He tucked a lock of 
curls behind his ear and we locked eyes. | smiled slowly and he kind of blushed. Yeah, that's what happens when 


you stop fucking your bandmate, he becomes all innocent again 
"James? You down with that?" 

"Yep," | had no idea what Lars was talking about, but | was down with anything, 
He frowned. "Yeah? What are you down with exactly?" 


"That thing you said. What? Why are you looking at me like that? Lars, | know it's not your birthday but would 


you like some birthday dick? Come on, it's on sale today." 
He glared at me. 


| think the boat has sailed on Lars ever being innocent again, if he was ever innocent to begin with. Personally | 
think Lars came out of the womb with a cigar and a calculator, but fuck me if he wasn't getting cuter by the 
second. Life is funny. Things change, people change, but nothing ever really changes between those who are 
meant to be together. The longer he glared, the more | wanted to hold him in my arms. His head would rest 
neatly just below my chin, where he could feel my breath lightly blowing his hair and tickling his head. There 
would be no words or arguments. There would be no soul searching. Lars knew that | am at my happiest within 
the confines of my own mind, more so than | do in the reality that surrounds me, and | knew that it was the 


reverse for him. The key to being happy together was accepting this in each other. 
the harmony, so that on slow songs you can do bendy, feely-type shit. JAMES!" 


"Yes, Lars. That's what we've been doing since the dawn of time." 


Kirk's eyes lit up. "Since humans were scaly amoeba-type swamp things?" 
"Uh huh," | snatched Jason's sketchbook. 
"Hey!" 


| held it out of his reach. "Well, look at this. Newsted is channelling something interesting here. It has claws and 
hooves and a play doh nose." 


He chuckled. "You're such an asshole." 


"You're making me blush," | returned the sketchbook to Jason with a wink and got up. "Lars, can we talk? And 


no, that's not a euphemism for sucking my dick" 

I'd rather suck my own brains out with a straw." 

"Can | video it?" 

Lars glanced at Kirk and sighed. "You know what, I'm going home." 

‘No you're not," | crossed my arms. "You're coming downstairs with me." 

"| don't think so." 

"Right now." 

"Fuck you." 

‘Lars... 

He rolled his eyes and then followed me downstairs to the basement. | closed the door behind us and Lars 
stomped over to the drum kit and started playing a loth note sequence in a crazy ass speed. | sat on the 
couch and waited for him to exhaust himself, but Lars hammered on until | thought he was going to catch 
fire. Then he stopped, rubbed his writs, and looked around for what | presumed was a wrist support band. 
"You might want to loosen your grip on your left hand" 

Oh my. His scowl was epic. 


and on he rolled with a fast and furious double stroke sequence. 


| plugged in my ESP and started to play along to whatever the fuck he was drumming. 


It sounded like Megadeth. 

It was Megadeth. 

| pulled a funny face and Lars hauled a spare cymbal straight at my junk like a Frisbee. | buckled onto the 
couch and tried to regain my composure. It was getting fucking ridiculous and | was in no mood for his 
passive-aggressive bullshit. Lars stopped playing. 

"Why are you so angry with me?" | growled. 

He shrugged and spun a drum stick between his fingers. 

"Fine. Be like that." 

Lars hopped off the drum stool and settled on the couch beside me. 

"Sorry," he inspected a strand of his hair. "Are you okay?" 

"You mean besides my uniball situation? I'll get over it." 

‘| said l'm sorry!" 

"Heh. Yeah, l'm gonna go nap for a while," | heaved off the couch. "See you later." 

"Don't go." 


"Lars, I'm tired and pissed off. So I'm gonna lie down. You're welcome to join me if you promise to leave the 


stinking attitude and cymbals of torture down here." 


He grinned and followed me out of there. We passed by the lounge on the way upstairs. Kirk and Jason were 
smoking dope and watching The Storyteller. 


* eK 


It was only when we were lying in bed, high above the world, that things fell into place. Lars leaned over me. 
His breath, warm and measured, hit my cheek. Then his head fell back against the pillow with a sigh. 


"Is it weird that | think about stuff like escaping to a desert island with you?" 
| stroked his cheek. "You mean like marooned?" 


"No, escape. Like getting the hell out of here, away from everything." 


"No, it isn't weird." 

"Are you okay down there?" 

"Ell live." 

"Let me have a look" 

"No" 

"James, come on. Let me see if there's any dam-" 
"Nol" 

"Like | haven't seen it a million times before!" 

"You haven't seen it in a while." 

"So what, you grew scales and horns since the last time or what?" 
| chuckled. "Lars, you fucking nag. Just leave it." 


He nuzzled me. | wrapped my arms around him and we lay embraced for a while. | had almost fallen asleep 
when | felt nimble fingers lightly unbuttoning my jeans. 


Jesus fucking Christ. "Lars!" 

"Shhh. | just wanna check. | feel guilty. Go back to sleep." 
"Yeah. Like l'm gonna fall asleep now." 

"Hm, looks normal. Everything looks fine to me." 

"Thank you Dr. Ulrich." 

"You're welome." 

A moment later. “Uh, Lars?" 

"Mmhm?" 


"What are you doing?" 


"Just..making sure everything's okay.” 

We burst out laughing. It was the kind of belly-shaking, tear-jerking, snot-producing laughter where the world 
is flung into new possibilities. Sometimes crying or laughing are the only options left, and sure enough we 
passed from laughter to tears, which like love and hate, are closely linked. We didn't cry exactly, but silent 
tears marked the quiet, almost peaceful recognition that our lives were about to change, that we were about 


to bend and break into another shape, and with it, so would our relationship. 


"IFs like we always said," | looked him in the eyes as we sat opposite each other on the bed. "No one screws 
with us, except us. And that's what we've been doing." 


Lars held my gaze. "I've been angry with you for so long." 
"| know." 


"What | mean is, I'm not sure | know how not be angry with you, James. It's fed me in more ways than you 


realize. It's given me an excuse to stay away when | needed it" 

‘Its your safety net," | dropped my gaze. 

"Yeah." 

"Do you still need it?" 

He shrugged. "Probably not" 

"What about Jason?" 

Lars scrubbed his hands over his thighs. "Ha. D'ya know why this is totally redeemable?" 

| smiled, realizing how deeply in love with Lars | was. "Why?" 

"Because it has absolutely nothing to do with Jason. This..thing, this anger, feels as old as the fucking hills,” 
tears streamed down his cheeks, yet he remained perfectly composed. "I love him, James. | feel closer to Jason 
than | ever did Cliff and..shit, " he wiped his tears, "maybe thats what's fucking with me. How much | resented 
Cliff towards the end, because of you. Because of your relationship with him." 

"Lars..." 

"No," his face was drawn in restraint. "Let me say it. | fucking hated Cliff because of you, because | felt like a 
cast-off. Then he got crushed by a bus..before | had the chance to realize why | was so angry and make 


amends. And I'll never be able to do that. So l'm left with this black hole inside me that nothing can touch or 


ever fill except when | lash out at you sometimes. So what about Jason? Nothing. You wanna be with him? Be 


with him. Like, the truth is | kind of wanna be with too. Its simple and easy and really fucking hot. But I'm only 
happy when you're happy, James, and thats my biggest problem in life, because it often means sacrificing my 


own needs. That's why l'm so fucking angry.” 


| took a few slow strides towards the window before leaning against it and looking back at Lars. "And I'm only 
happy when you're happy.” 


"Then we're both fucking idiots.” 

| sighed. "Tell me what you want." 

"So that you can decide what you want?" 

We both smiled. 

"| love you so much you little fucker.” 

Lars smiled. "I know." 

"See, | don't think you do, and that's my fault." 


"| read your letter. What did you say, something about me igniting the night and that you wanna turn me 


inside out and kiss all my internal organs or some shit like that?" 

| laughed. "Something like that." 

| love you too. Wanna make out birthday boy?" 

"Yeah." 

He lifted his eyebrows. "Well, fucking come here already you big pile of monkey nuts!" 

* * * 

Kirk was comatose by the look of things. But Jason, who had a greater stamina for dope, was still gazing at 
the television with half-hooded eyes. He flashed us a lazy smile as we entered the lounge and Lars sat between 
him and Kirk on the couch. 

"Hey man," he offered Lars the joint. 


Lars stubbed it out in the ashtray. 


"What..that's not cool. Oh man, my throat," Jason swallowed thickly and | passed him the bottle of water on the 


table. "Thank you. Like, why would you even do that?" 

Lars shrugged. "I'm evil." 

"Well, yeah. | could have told you that. Fucking Danish stormtrooper." 

"You're baked, aren't you?" | sat on the armrest and ran my fingers through his hair. 
"Mmmm" 

"God, you're cute," Lars said. "And so defenceless. James, the possibilities, huh?" 
"Endless," | cocked my brow. "So Jase, can we talk or shall we leave it to later?" 
"Yeah," Jason wrapped his arms around Lars, who leaned against his chest. 

"We've been talking," Lars stroked his arm. "And that's not all we've been doing.” 
Jason grinned. "Alright, I'm stoked. Now can we go back to normal please?" 


"See, that's what we're trying to figure out," | said. "What used to be normal is no longer normal, and frankly 


l'm not sure it was ever normal to begin with." 
"Whoa..that's deep, man" 


"Is it? Like, far out, man," | imitated him. "Heh. Okay, Newsted. We'll talk later when your spaceship is back in 
orbit. Send Spock when you're ready to engage." 


"No, no, wait! Dude, patience. You're killing my buzz. Lars?" 

"Yeah?" he laughed. 

"Do that thing on my back" 

"Sure," he squeezed behind Jason, who gave him some space. "Move up." 


Jason moved to the edge of the couch and smiled dreamily as Lars tapped away on his back. "Mmm, that's 
rice. Ouch, my hair. Okay, so let me get this straight, you guys are back together now?" 


"Yep," Lars said. "But that's not all." 


| sat on the coffee table. "Jase, it's still a three-way conversation here because we both want to be with you. 


We worked stuff out and some of the background noise that's been getting in the way has been cleared up. 


But yeah, Lars and | can't not be together. 


"What have | always said? I've never had a problem with that. It's weird when you're not together, like the 


universe is out of whack or something." 

| second that," Kirk yawned. 

Lars stopped tapping. "Hey man. You with us?" 

"Fuck no," Kirk drawled. "Leave my dick out of it" 

We chuckled and Lars ruffled his hair. 

"Carry on, don't mind me," he rubbed his head against a pillow. "Jase, you were saying?" 


Jason grinned. "Uh, shit. Just that | get it, and I'm relieved that you're back together. Especially now that we're 


going on tour. | don't want to come between you guys." 

"That's just the thing," | said. "We kind of want you to come between us." 
"Eew, disgusting," Kirk grimaced. "The fucked up shit that goes on in this band." 
"Don't knock it until you try it," Jason chuckled. "But, guys-" 


"But nothing," Lars pulled Jason against his chest. "We're done fighting it, okay? We're done debating it. This 
isn't about you and James anymore. There's something about the three of us that just fits, and by that | 
don't mean let's be an item, because frankly you and | just don't see each other that way, right? We like 
fooling around sometimes and that's all its ever gonna be. | know things are more serious for you guys and | 
honestly don't give a crap anymore because fucking finally | know what's been bugging me all this time, and it 
doesn't have anything to do with you. If anything, you made us deal with some of the shit that's been eating 


away at us for so long." 


"Jase," | leaned forward. "This is what it boils down to. Lars is the most important relationship in my life. He 
will always be the most important relationship in my life, no matter who else | fall in love with. Lars will always 
be my first priority because | don't exist right, in my head, without him. He keeps me sane, he's my other 
half, and it ain't about sex or romance or anything like that. | know I've said this to you in the past so I'm 
gonna stop punishing myself now, because the person I've hurt more than anyone over the last year is myself, 


and | have got to put an end to that shit. Do you understand?" 
Jason nodded. "I always have." 


"Dude, do you have any popcorn?" 


| smiled at Kirk and then looked at Jason "I love you," | said softly. "I want to be with you. No buts, no caveats. 


| just need you to understand what Lars and | are saying." 


"I do. I'm good with that. | love you both and | just want us to be happy in whatever way you guys are 
comfortable with. | want us to laugh and have fun, the way we used to. I'm tired of all the seriousness. It's so 


fucking oppressive and it's killing the band." 


"I agree," Lars nodded. "Here's where James and | owe you both an apology. Yeah, don't hide behind that pillow, 
Kirk. You're part of this whether you want to or not" 


Kirk tossed the cushion away. "Okay look, you guys have never asked for my opinion, but here it is. Like, I'm 
not thrilled that three-quarters of my band are fucking each other, but things could be worse. You could be 


fucking me as well." 
"Heh. Don't give me ideas." 


"James," Kirk wrinkled his nose. "You automatically assume that everyone's after your dick, and usually they 


are. But if | were that way inclined I'd go straight for Lars." 
Jason and | laughed. 


Kirk glanced at Lars. "ld hit that faster than a cyclone. Hyper and feisty but likes to be dominated in bed. 
That's just my type. A little make up and we're there, Lars. What do you say? Come on, you know you have a 
thing for curly axe players." 


Lars was unperturbed. "| have enough curls in my mouth these days, thanks." 


Kirk shrugged. "No biggy, there's always Axl. So what | was trying to say before James interrupted me with 
his disgusting innuendos, is that the three of you need to stop fucking thinking so hard. ENOUGH ALREADY! 
AAAAGH! Just fucking be together and shut the fuck up so that we can go back to being a band and not this 
goddamn soap opera. Are we Metallica or fucking Days of Our Lives? Get your shit together because we're 


going on tour next week and l'm tired of all the fucking drama." 

Jason gave him the forehead. 

Lars narrowed his eyes. 

| cleared my throat. 

And then we launched ourselves at Kirk and tickled him mercilessly before collapsing in a fit of giggles. You 
could always count on Hamster to put shit into perspective. Crazy as a box of frogs but arguably the most 


grounded and well-adjusted out of the lot of us. We ended up smoking dope and goofing around like we didn't 


have a care in the world. 


"Cookie dude..the phone," Kirk prodded my neck 

"What are you an alien probe? Knock it off." 

Jason bit my thigh. 

"Ouch. Lars, they're torturing me." 

"Who do you think gave them the instruction?" 

| dragged myself off the floor. "If it's Scott l'm defecting to Anthrax." 

"And if its Michael Jackson you're defecting to moonwalking?" 

"Ha ha. Danish prick You know how some people were dropped on their heads as babies, Lars? Well your Pa 
flung you into the air with a tennis racket, you hit the ceiling, bounced off the wall and then fell out of the 
fucking window." 

"God, | want you right now." 


"Join the line," | answered the phone. "Fuckers Anonymous, Bay Area 


As soon as | heard his voice, | sat down and braced myself for the latest fiasco. They watched me closely as | 


listened, mumbled a few words, and ended the conversation. 

"Who was that?" Kirk asked. 

| locked eyes with Lars, he knew. 

"That was Izzy, calling from London," | rubbed a hand over my face. "Its over. He's out." 


* eK 


The highway seemed to stretch for miles in a straight line as the fields and farms gave way to a wooded 
landscape. | parked my car and entered the restaurant. It was a nice place by a hilltop just west of California 
State Route 120, one mile south of Lee Vining. The obligatory pictures hung on the walls, and there was one of 
those fountains with fake lily pads in the entryway. | fiddled with the saltshaker while glancing idly around the 
place. The minutes dragged on, heightening the devastating sense of finality in my chest. | had no idea why he 
wanted to meet here, in the middle of nowhere. And then | smiled, because | realized it was perfect. Our 


friendship had always been a little ‘out there’. | glanced up and saw him walking down the aisle towards me. 


Izzy wore a crisp white buttoned down shirt, faded jeans, a black cap over half-dreadlocked tousled hair, and 


that eternal smirk on his lips. 
"Hey." 
| see England's done nothing for the bird nest on your head," | hugged him. 


Something was different about Izzy, and | could feel it in his body. You would think he would be harder 
somehow, withdrawn, but | don't think he had ever given me a warmer hug. There was something infinitely 
lighter about him, and as we sat down and gazed at each other for a moment, the pain and fatigue in his eyes 
told me everything | needed to know. He was free. He was free at last, but it had come at a price, and it would 


take time for his crushed spirit to catch up with the massive relief in his bones and muscles. 


| was careful not to launch into anything too heavy and could tell that he wasn't feeling it either, so we 
ordered some food and | told him about the tour and our plans for the next couple of months. It was difficult 
to avoid the subject of our co-headlining tour, which was now postponed until next summer. Izzy said 
something about the others holding auditions for his replacement in September and continuing the tour in 
November, which was when Geffen would make an official statement about his departure from Guns N' Roses. 
In the meantime it would be kept under wraps while they were battling several legal fonts, including a lawsuit 
from Steven. lzzy seemed more dazed than anything else, the fragile thoughts and reality of his new situation 
slowly sinking in. He knocked over a beer bottle. He would mumble words and look at his palm as if it were a 
piece of paper. | heard myself responding to his silences, but | was trembling right there with him, because the 
notion of losing Metallica was not something | could entertain, even in theory. | gazed out the window at Mount 
Dana. 


"The urge to let go of the wheel and just see what happens is compelling,” he took a drag on his cigarette. "But 
I'm all about life these days," he exhaled smoke and smiled weakly. 


"How bad was it?" 


"What part? The part where Duff was sobbing on the floor begging me not to leave the band, or the part 


where | was sobbing on the floor begging him not to leave me?" 
| swallowed a mouthful of beer and nodded. 


He ashed his cigarette. "It was something. And then there was the part where Axl literally, and | don't say this 
lightly, iterally, had a psychotic episode and asked me whether | wanted to move to LA. and start a band with 
him. But you know what the saddest thing about that was? | went along with it. Yeah," he chuckled dryly. "Oh, 
we had a hell of a time making plans and naming our band. We're called Guns N' Roses by the way. There's a 
stroke of genius. We even wrote a song, | swear, it has two verses, a chorus and a nifty double bridge. It's 
called ‘Patience’. It's beautiful" 


| wiped a tear and looked away. 


"Yeah. See these bandages? My knuckles are fucked up from hitting the wall. But | can't." he took a deep 
breath, "| can't remember why or where or when So these messed up knuckles are a constant reminder of 
something so painful that | can't even remember what it is. And then there was Slash, taking me to his hotel 
room after the show. Oh this one's a kicker, James. He tells me that he figured a way for me to stay in the 
band and produces a piece of paper that effectively waivers 30% of his royalties from ‘Use Your Illusion’ over 
to me. Because, as everyone knows, l'm all about the money," he paused. "When | manage to get my jaw off the 
floor and tell him that I've never been more insulted in my life, he produces another trick from his little bag. 
Smack. ‘No needles, Iz, I've been snorting it for weeks and none of you dipshits noticed. Let's do it. So | did," he 
said, blowing a ring of smoke. "Yeah, Slash and | took a trip down heroin lane. So how bad was it? Gee, | don't 


know. The flight home was pretty rough." 

| sighed. "I'm so sorry, bro." 

He shrugged. "Some people couldn't get their shit together if it came in a combo." 
"D'ya wanna come on tour with us? Be my guitar tech?" 


He smiled sadly. "Don't you think I've been through enough? Although the thought of messing with your rig and 


giving Metallica a bluegrass swampy sound kind of appeals." 
"Heh. It kind of appeals to me too." 


We drank in silence for a while before the waitress brought us our lunch. Izzy looked at the plate of spaghetti 
in front of him as if he had no idea what to do with it. 


"Parmesan?" | asked, trying to coax him back to Earth. 


He nodded. "You know, in the early days | used to eat spaghetti with my fingers, because it reminded me of me 
running my fingers through Duff's wet hair." 


| quickly passed him the cutlery. "So what are your plans when you get to Indiana?" 


I'm gonna think conceptually, and not with my fingers," he twisted spaghetti around his fork and shoved it in 
his mouth. 


"You're gonna think conceptually," | cut my steak. "Interesting. Izzy, lm gonna need you to put those few 


remaining brain cells together and work with me here, okay? What do you mean think conceptually?" 


‘Catch up with my life. Catch up with myself. Catch up with the people | left behind. Ride dirt bikes. Get a place 
in Indianapolis and jam with friends. Go down to Mexico for a while and catch some waves in Puerto Escondido, 


ya know, test my mettle on some of those monster waves that get funnelled through the offshore canyon" 


"That sounds fucking incredible," | swallowed a mouthful. "Wish | could go with you. So you're not planning on 


staying in Lafayette for long, huh? Can't say l'm surprised" 

"lm down and out, not fuckin’ suicidal.” 

"So what's this about jamming? Are you gonna start a new band?" 

"Yeah," he nodded slowly. "I'm not hungry. Do you mind if | smoke while you eat?" 

"Not at all," | popped a fry in my mouth. "Just don't wither away. Have some pie." 

"There's always room for pie." 

"What about Axl?" 

He lit a cigarette. "What about him?" 

"Are you guys talking?" 

"Nope," he exhaled a plume of smoke. "Axl said I'm dead to him. He never wants to see me again. | give it a 
month. You know Ax, he's a fickle son of a bitch. He'll throw a hissy fit and then show up at my family's digs 


in Lafayette," he snorted and shook his head. "He can be that way, playing hard to get. But the truth is that 


Axl needs me just as much as | need him. So I'm unperturbed," he grinned suddenly and swigged beer. 
"What about..." 
"Blondie?" 


| nodded. 


‘Im guilty of giving people more chances than they deserve but when I'm done, I'm done. And he's clearly done 
with me, so | don't think I'll be seeing Duff for a long time." 


"Is there any hope at all? Maybe all you guys need is a little time out. Life has an odd way of making things 


work out in the end, and | know how much you love each other." 

Izzy studied the dessert menu. 

"Did you hear what | said?" 

"| did. It just takes me a moment to process so much stupid all at once." 


That hurt. "Uh, sorry, | didn't mean." 


He sighed. "No, I'm sorry, James. I'm not the best company at the moment. It feels like this place, this moment 
in time, lies exactly halfway between my past and my future, and until | can get to that future, l'm dragged 
down by the past. That's how it feels. And Duff," he shook his head slowly, "there is no more me and Duff. We 
died back in that hotel room in London, and we were dying a long time before that. Since the tour. That's when 
our differences became too huge to ignore. Love makes blind fools of us all." 

"Aint that right. Well, there's always Dave, huh?" | grinned, hoping to lighten the mood. 

He snorted, and then his lips stretched with a small smile. 

*** 

"Hey James," he rolled the car window down. 

"Yeah?" 

"How offen do you think we write our own ending before the story is even finished?" 

"You always ask me fucked up questions like that. | feel like | need peyote to answer." 

"No you don't. Once you welcome the spirit of the cacti, it never leaves you." 

"Yeah yeah. Fuckin’ hippie. Go on, scram." 

He smirked. "Answer the question” 

"The story is never finished Remember that when you're riding dirt bikes in outer hell. 


"IIl do that," he chuckled. "Seeya round" 


| watched his car whisper up the slope and nose quietly over the horizon. It was deathly quiet, the kind of 
quiet where you feel deafened by the noise in your head. 


| knew that Guns N' Roses would die over and over for the rest of Izzy's life, like a ghostly stitch in time that 
echoes in the wind. The pain would endure and become part of his future, step for step, breath for breath. 
There would be no other way, because they were all that Izzy knew, written in blood and etched onto his skin 
There would be no Izzy without Axl, as | wouldn't be myself without Lars. | would be someone else, someone 
halved, someone compromised. My eyes filled with tears and | scrubbed a hand over them, telling myself to 


keep my shit together and stay tough. 
| would see Izzy again, some day. 


| sat down on the curb and took a deep breath. The ground scorched under a malignant August sun. Oil 


drippings made the roadway gleam like a blue-satin ribbon, and a low hum crept up somewhere behind a rise 
of ground. Me. It was a hurting tune, resigned, a lament for a special time in my life that had slipped by 


without my ever knowing it. 


| told myself that in every end, there is also a beginning, and in every heartbreak, a triumph. But what do you 
do when the universe is out of whack? When life hurts so fucking much that you can barely claw your way 
out of bed? When your sadness devours storms and earthquakes and your body is broken from all the 
emotions battering against those inner defenses. Fuck. It takes every last ounce of strength and sanity to pick 
yourself up and face your fears. This much | know, it takes time. It requires dedication. It requires willpower. It 
demands sacrifice. And no matter how many times life drags you through the mud, and chews you in and spits 
you out, there is always a glimmer of hope, precious and battered as it may be, that reminds you that you 
are alive. That you are worthy, that you have choices, that sometimes when things fall apart they may 
actually be falling into place. And sometimes, that's all you got. Until you shine the light a little farther into the 
dark and realize that's all you need. 


~ The End ~ 


